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City Pb D „ tt %% wu ® Henry II. 10004 95 
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Gy Heireſs Humorous Lieutenant 
Conqueſt of Granada Humour of the Age | 
* Comical Revenge Husband his own Cuckold. 
Conſtant Couple. - . nee 4 
* Conqueſt of Spain ; Impoſtor defeated 1 ac 
3969 BOO: * ++ ind Princeſs with; 
Don Quixot, 2 parts 1151s bi Indian Emperor 
Duke of Guiſe 10 1 Innocent Uſurper 
Darius King of Perſia U Julius Cæſar 
Devil of a Wife 201. £19591 Innocent Miltreſs:ry) | 4 
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Married Beau * wy 
Miſer RN Sag 
* Mackbeth [og ©? las 


Madam Fickle TIE BIN EE 
Maſſacre of Part 

* Sir Martin Marr-all | ane e 
Miſery of Civil Waoeer 
* Mithridates | i 
Maids laſt Prayer No ul N 
** Mourning Ia de 


- » _ * — 
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Sullen Loy Bm 0, 


State of Innocence | 
Squire Oldfap «+: +/ 
* Soldiers Fortune 
Spaniſh Wives 

* Spaniſh Fryar';  : 
* Secret Love, or Maiden Queen 
Sacrifice : c : 
* Scornful Lady | | 
Sertorius | eſs 


re ls ful Singers enen A 


Town Fop 4 
Tartuffe, or the Brgach nn \ 
*-Theodoſius 


383 2 er all Sorts. of Hife, 2 0 K. 


* Maids Tragedy n! Tre Widdew - 
eee, "Phyeltes 8 
Nero Troilus and Creflida 
Norelty T9390 pf i Triumphs of Virtue + >" 
5 3% * Tamerlane | 2 1:5 
* Oedipus 73; * Tempeſt SOIT len 1D 2 
Othello Triumphant Widow 
* Orphan “ * Tyrannick Love 
* Old Bachelor „ 
Oroonob od 1169 EVirtue Betray'd * 
Old Troop VVoirtuous Wite, or GoodLuck at laſt 
30204 1051) anc Villain {1 RY. 
* Propheteſs 2 5 Dnnatural Brother 75 
Princefs of Clee Virtuoſo as. | 
plot or no Plot = CET. SE 
Philaſter * 29720202 T0286: 2 Hees 1 . 
Plyche 1951117 HR. --* Woman Captain 
* provok'd Wiſe Wild Gallant ae 
* Plain Dealer Way of the World | | 
: \ 
Rinaldo and Armida -1:::1 Young King boats 
Rival Ladies Younger Brother 3 Tv 
' * Relapſe | 
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F 1TH Farce, * Sound too FO you 3 
- Tho ſome are with ſuch Wretched Joys a * 55 
Bur We this Night in other Paths ſhall * "SITY 
That lead to Honour, Innocence, and Love. 1 0 5 
A Queen Diſtreſs, to touch the Ladies Ey 8 . 
Noble Prince, that for her Beauty dyes. 
A Britiſh Queen, Lamenting their ſad a ene 26 | 31 
And Mourning over the Unfortunate. N 1 
Who is there here, that cou d ſo Cruel le, * Mum ut e 9 
As not to = at their ſad Tragedy? © Nad da GP = 
To fee ſuch Hongyr, and ſuch 9 F ene 
And England 3 Mourn at their Funerl. --j 
Our Noble Britons, Ig. for Arms _ CD a 
Have for the. Fair 4 tender Pity found, ©, > | 
And in the midſhof uz bter ſtill ole 
Not to Deſtroy, but Guard the tender Fir. 
Then let this Night your Courages be ſeen, . 
And Guard the mens and the OG DT ooh; 2 


S ” 
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0 0 con 4 have ever T hought to have ſeen | me 
Ne End of à deep Tragedy, 
They might as walMive Dreſt me out to Dance, 

Or ſent me an Ambaſſador to France. 

Tet I am fore d to come, for, ſay my Maſters, 
Your Phi will bring us off from all Diſaſters. 
Now you mnſt know, I tbonght a Beau ew be 
A better Suppliant for a Tragedy, 

Hus pretty Face, his Dimple and bis Smile 
' Might many tender Ladies Hearts beguile, "of 
But Nolens-Volens, Pricky muſt: appear 3 1 
And----what am I to h In come Hehe + 
0% I'm to tell you that I "Players Jo, 


#Þ» r 
Hnleſs you kindly do receiVethis Pla, 5 OY F 


 Ther's above half of em will loſe their Pg. 

Nay more, the Poet tos will loſe his bh 8 
Unleſs you re pleaſed to Smile upon Count Haines; 
Let me not ſue in vain, Jou ſhining Sphere, 

Nor you my Pitt- Friends, that to me are dear, 
My middle Gallery- Friends will ſure Aſiſt me, 
Aud for the Upper-T irethey never miſt me. 

Then let your hearty Wiſhes all be ſhown, 


To give the Albion Queen's their Juſt Renown. 


The 


Dr amatis Perſonæ 


N. EN. "7 a 8 1 
Duke of Norfolk, © © Me. mae 
Dawſon Mr. Booth ß 

| Morin Ph. Mr. Mills 
Cecil, by Mr. Powel, &c. Mr. Keen 
Gifford = Mr. Bickerſaſſe 

VOM E N. 


Queen Ei Mrs. Nin ght 
Mary Queen of Scats Mrs. Old 


Dungl the Page Mrs. Porter 


Ladies, Gentlemen, Guards, Sc. 


Mary QUEEN | 
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CO TTS. 


1 n | [ 
Aus Primus, Scena Prima. Ba 
Cecil and Daviſon, Diſcover d. ee 


Emember Daviſon, thou Riſing Star! 
Who took thee from thy Lowneſs! made thee ſhine 1 
A Living Monument of thy Miſtreſs favour? 1 
Then plac'd thee on this Height, whence to oy 
Men will appear like Birds, or Inſects to thee; 
Remember too, thou now art in a Sphere 


Cec. 


Where Princes to their favours ſet. no Bounds, - : wud 16.71 ͤů A 
And their Rewards, tho? Large and Bottomleſs, 64 t9 Hab 
Yet Stares-men have no mean betwint Ae nwo aud 1 

The Extreameſt Pinacle of Height and Ruin. -. A bete 


Dav. Wiſeſt, and Juſteſt, that in Courts ere dwelt! 
Great Oracle of Brittain ! Prince of States men 
Whom Men, nor Angels, ſcarce can Praiſe enough, GU 
Not Divine Plato ever ſpoke like you ; ' Faw 61 


Plato, on whoſe ſweet Lips the Muſes Sung, b . "Y Of f 
a Dees diftilPd their Hg in hig Cle. od but. 


Mary Nuten of Scotts. 


- Cee. No more, tis worſe. than Death for me to hear 
A Fawning Cringer, or Submiſſive Praiſer, - 


I how TalpeRt. eo 
Thou. art as. far beyond a — 
As I'm above the Reach of Flattery, 
Thou art my Equal now, nay more, my Friend, 
Thou art an Hgneſt Man, of Parte, a Compound 
| That I have bf pf mongſt the Race of Meo, #4 4 
To. make a Pheatx in the Court. 12 
Dau. The Powers Above, the ſtrongeſt Guard of King's, 
Still Place ſuch Men md our Royal, Miſtreſs. 


* 


— 
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A LETTER for Mr. /t 


Cie. BY UT now Eſpecially ſhe needs their aid, 
Now, when. the madneſs of their Nation's grown 
Io ſuch a Height, tis to be fear'd—Death walks 
In Maſquerade, in ſtrange. and many Shapes; x 
The Court that was the Planer, that ſhou'd guide us, 
Is grown into Ecclipſe, with theſe Confuſions; 
Fears, Jealouſjes and Factions, Crow?d the Stage; 
Two Queens, the like was never ſeen before, 
By different Arts oppoſe each others Intereſt. 
Our Virgin Conſtellation ſhines but Dim, 
Whil'ſt Mary, Scorland's Queen, that Northern Star, 
Tho' in a Priſon, Darts her Rival Light. 
Dau. The Champions of her Faction are not few, 
Men of high Birth, and Titles plead her Cauſe; 
Mongſt whom, the Gallant Duke of Norfo/s' Chief, 
A Prince that has no Equal in his Fame, 
A Man of Power and Wealth, to be Reclaim'd 
For his own Sake, as well as for the Queen's, 
And ſhou'd he plunge himſelf too deep in this, 
land may chance to Looſe the beit- of Men, 
ec. The Queen's Peculiar ſafety be thy Care 
Therefore the Secretaries Place thine 
In which high, as from a Perſpective, 
Thou may'ſt diſcover all her Forreiga Foes, 
And Nan 9 how dark loere 3 ; 


= Lee, S rele 


And what thou hearſk, Inform me of; ru Ad, | 

we in OE Shape, be thou my Proxy ſtill. . 
ot Cromwell ever trod with ſo much Care; 0 

The "ſubtle Steps of the moſt Famous Walſy, | 

As I the Dictates of the wiſer Barleigh— | 

The Scottiſh Regent, Yeſterday Arriv d. 

With New diſcover'd Plots to accuſe his Queen: 

And fince (to Poiſe theſe heavy Articles) 

The Duke of Norfolk is from Mary come, 

And both are to have Audience ſtraight—Behold 


The Man I ſpeak of. \ 
Cec. Wait you on the Queen. [ Exit Dav. 


Enter Norſgik. V. D. O. P. 


Your Grace is welcome from the Queen of Scotland, 
How fares that ſad, and moſt Illuſtrious Pattern 


Of all Misfortunes? | 

Nor. Do'ſt thou Pitty Her! ? 
O let me fly, and hold thee to my Boſom, 
Cloſer, and far more dear than ever Bride 
Was held, by haſty Bridegroom in his Arms! 

Cec. My Lord, — make me Bluſh. | 

Nor. Shou'd the Hyenna thus bemoan, 
And thus the Ngoc Rocks but Eccho Hong 
My Queen, I wou'd devour the Precious Sound, 


And thus Embrace him, from whoſe Lips it ca 
Tho' wide, and Gaping, as the Mouth of Hell 


My Lord, I came to cek you; I've à Secret i 
To unfold, which while I keep, it weighs me 2 > b 
And when 'tis out, I fear it will undo me. 

Cec. Then hold it ig your Breaſt; let me not know- 
What is, not fit for you to ſpeak, nor me to hear. | 

Nor. Now, only now's the time, the WO Oy 1 1 
The falſe, uſurping Regent is Return d 
With all the Magazine of Hell about bim: 10 
The Queen, my Lovely Allan Queen's in — 
And if thou wilt not ſtreight adviſe thy Friend, 
Mary's undone, and Norfolk is no more. 

Cec. What is't my Lord? 


Mor. Firſt wear the Looks of Mildneſs, 
1 * Such 


4 " Marie wn of Scotts. 


Such as forgiving Fathers do to Sous: 
Yet 'tis no Treaſon; unleſs Love be T reaſon. 
Cesc. Out with't, my Lord. 
Nor. 1 Love the Queen of Scotland. 
Cec, Ha! Love her I how? | 
Nor. How ſhou'd ſhe be belov'd ? 
But as __ Sainrs 5 to * Altars Bow, 
And humble Patriarchs,' Kiſs the C of Angels. 
Cec. Love her! for what? The 
Nor. Not for a Crown I ſwear. 
O had ſt thou ſeen her in that Plight as I did, 
And had'ſt been Alexander, thou had'ſt Kneel'd, 
Thrown all thy Globes, and Scepters at her Feet, 
And given a Crown for every Tear ſhe ſhed. 
Cec. I dare not hear you out. 
Nor. You muſt, you ſhall. 
Nor let your Ears be deaf alone, Nice: States man 
And fee yon Chriſtal — o're our Heads, 
Throng d with Immortal Warriois to her Aid, 
Whoſe Voices Louder than the Breath of Thunder, 
And ſwifter than the Winds, Proclaim to Earth 
Bright Mary's Wrongs, and my Eternal Love. 
Cec, My Lord, you've faid too much, I dare not hear you. 
Nor. Is Pittying the diſtreſt, and Loving her, 
Whom none but Envy hates, a Crime? 
Cec. You wou'd not marry her! 
Noy. Not marry her ! 
Yes, tho' ſhe ſtood on Arua's Sulpherous Brink, 
Tho it's dread Mouth Ran o're with Liquid Fire, 
And Mounting Flames higher than Phebas ſhort, 
Pd ſwim the Burning Lake to graſp her Thus. 
Cee. For Pitty Recollect your Baniſht Reaſon ; 
Conſider what you've ſaid, it muſt undo you. 
The Dangers greater far than I can feign. 
Do you not know that ſhe's accus'd of Treaſon ? 
That for the Royal Crown our Miſtreſs wears, 
She yet ſtands Candidate againſt all force, 
And hopes to ſnatch it from her Rightful Head. 8 
Nor. By thoſe Eternal Rays that bleſs the World. 


Mrs, Kyight, 


Mary Nu of Se MEE ? 


279. 0 Adel 1117 


Mes: Knight we e 


Tis Malice foul, as that bright Orh 1 clear, 
O Cecil! tell me what thou truly think ſt? n 

Thou haſt a Soul with ſhining wiſdom crown,” 1 
Whoſe virtuous honeſt Steps, whoever ttacks & 
May challenge to be Bleſt: O! tell me then, 
Can Scotland's Queen with ſuch a Guilt be ſtain'd? 


 ALETTER for Mr. Mils. 
Cec. Io Dare not utter every thought that pains me, EN 8 
Nor can I longer with my Oath diſpence, r agg 


An Oath that charges me for life to hold, 

No dangerous Secret from the Queen=——Parewel; 
Repent my Lord, and urge this thiag no more, 
For 'twou'd be faral, ſhou'd our Miſtriſs know it. 1 

Nor. The Queen muſk know it, y ou ſhall tell her wwe, r OA 
Therefore I came that thou ſhout Tnterceed,” MN YL 
You, from whoſe Lips the Queen tales nothing; i HE 3 

Cec. Not for the Crown She wears, wou qd I Accquaint her. r 

Cec. Beware Ambition, Sir, W 
The Queen has jealouſie to giv Le Name, „ a xt} 12H 
Diſloyalty, Ambition is the Leaſt. HE, 

Nor. Raſh man! thou wrong'ſt the ghrf of her Subjets, 8 
IT de- touch a Scorpion rather than her Scepter, 

Her proud Regalias are · but glittering Toys, 

And the leaſt word, a ſmile from Scotland's oy Le eee e 

Is worth whole Pp of Royal Lumber: ns er % 
We only ask but Love and Liberty, l Dt 
Give us but theſe, we'll quit her all the 6e if I an 
For where Love Reigns ſo abſolute as here, De SBI) 
There is no room for any other Thought. | | 

Cec. My Lord, conſider what you'd have me fay— Irs 
I dare not ſpeak—not think of it—farewel. WE 

Nor. Tell her, or by my deſperate Love I ſwear, ” f 
Tul ſhout it in her Ears, were She bemmd ia 


; Mg en N 8 5 
With Bafiligks, or were 1285 ns of * Pury's; | 


Aa e 09S Pes pitty the e Aike 7 d NN : * 


If Shell not hear me, Pll proclaim yet louder, 
And Trumpet to the agg the hated found 
Of Royal Mary's wrongs. « 

Cec. My Lord, my e E come back to ſave 
(For 50 0 but Death gan follow ſuch a Raſhneſ,) 
Reſtrain your paſſion but a few ſhort Moments, 
And T' acquaint her Favourite Leicefter with. i it, 
»Twill be more welcome from his mouth than mine, 
Him Iwill arm with Reaſons for your ſake, 


ASTranmeTteaf incenſe the Queens diſpleaſure. - 


Queen Elle Moryay,' Datiſony Women Get. Guards, all diſcovei'd 
| at the Throne. 


Behold She appears, t "the. Sew Regent too. 
Nor. Confuſion ſeize him. 
Cec. Be (ure my ld 
What e're you ſec, and hear, contain your Gal, - 
Q. Elis. Alas! my Lords, When will you ceaſe ning! 
And when ſhall this poor Boſom be at Reſt? 
To ſee you til] thus perſecute my Soul, 
My Couſin, Siſter, every thing that's dear, 
No, rather, bury me beneath the Center, 
Or by ſome Magic, turn me into ſtone, 
Men fix me like a Statue, as high as Atlas, 
Round me ſuch gaping Monſters as your ſelves, 
And underneath be this Inſeription writ, 
Lo, this was once the Carſt Elizabeth, 
The Queen of Wolves, and Zygers, not of Men. 
Nor. What's this I hear? Twas ſome Immortal ſpoke! 
Down all ye Stars, and every gawdy Planet, | 
And with your Lambear brightneſs crown her head. 
Mor. The Parliament of Scotland, Mighty Queen, 
(Begging Protection of their Infant King) 
Have ſent me to your Majeſty 
Q. E. What King? what Queen have you, bur Royal May? 
I'll hear no more; go home, and tell your Maſters ; 1 
And the crown'd Property, your cradle Prince, 
That e his re Mary, ſhall be own'd 
5 His 


our Li, 


His * ane fer am ſo, + * 
Mor. Mo 
2. You thall be be heard | My Lord” Jo TY 
Y're ar uu welcome. as you moſt deſerve, 
The nobleſt Subject, and the e been friend | 
That ere Adorn'd a Theme—how does the ** ? 
How fares my Excellent and Royal Siſter? ? 
O Quickly, tell me! | 
Nor. Deſolate She is, 
Alas, I tremble, fearing tis a Crime, 
To ſtab your Ears with ſuch a doleful accent. 
Cou'd I draw half that pity from your Majeſty, 
As She Extorted from her Prifon walls, | 
Then She might hope, for they wou'd Eccho her, 
And ſometimes weep at the Relation. 
Mor. I beg your Royal hearing, now, before 
The Duke has charm\&you with a Syrens Story. 
By th' Impartial Rights of Embaſſes, 
And Juſtice, that till waits upon your Throne, 
I humbly claim firſt to be heard, 
Q. E. You ſhall, 
Say what you pleaſe, my Lord, you have my leave; 
Beware there ſcape no Malice from your Tongue, 
Mor. So thrive my hopes, as there is nought but Truth, 
And grounds moſt Juſt, in What ſhall be alledg'd. 
Our — moſt mighty Princeſs, Europe knows, 
Has long been wrapt in ſuch a Cloud of Crimes, 
That have ecclipyd the Loſtre* of a Crown. 
Who ſees into her Life 
Q. E. My Lord, I do command you ceaſe, or if | 
You ſpeak one word again to blot your Queeo, 
T ſhall ſuſpeF, as all the world has done, 
You had a hand in thet vile Regicide ; 
Why were the Traytors elſe too black to Name, 
Suppos d by all contrivers of the Murther, 
By you protected from the cry of Juſtice ? 
If you have nought elſe ro ſay, be dumb for ever. 
Nor, Let Juſtice now be ſilent, whilſt from high 


Aſtrea looks, and wonders at her Oracle. J [afide.” 


Mor. Your Majeſty mult give me leave to ſpeak, 
And plead the Right of Nations for my Guard — 


Tour Subject, I am not. 


Mary Jem ＋ Se By * 


Nor. 


* 


Nor. Aube Traytor! 3 ms 1 oli 

ar. If - 31 4 is ſhe then a Priſoner? 

If Guilty; why Law of Nature, 

And Clamours. of: 8 1 agdom your ally, 

Do you Bar the Gates of { Jaſics, and ſecure her? | 
Q. E. To ſuch a daring Inſect as th ally 5 

I give no other anſwer, but my Will; If 1 

Bur as thou Repreſents a power above thee, - 

I tell thee proud Ambaſſador tis falſe;  _ 

My Throne's an Altar with ſoft mercy crown'd, 

Where both your ſelves and Monarch may nd bleſt, 

And all your wrongs be equally redreſt. 


At home was ſhe not Scandalld and betray'd ? 


Nor Dignity, nor tender Sex was weightd, 

Men fled ro me for Refuge from à Crown, 

As ſafer in my Caſtle, than her Throne. 
Mor. Nay tha I will be heard ! 


If your Confederates Danger will not N you, 


Then your own Kingdoms muſt, behold a Letter 
By Navas wrote, and Sign'd with ther own hand, 
Sent to the Noble-Men, her friends in Scotland, 
Wherein She does aſperſe your Majeſty -  . 

With Treachery, and breach of Promiſe to her, , 
But bids em be of Courage, and expect her, 


For She is now aſſurd of other Means, 


Some mighty man, your Subject, by Sela aid, 


She hopes to be releagd, and ſuddenly. . 


Nor. Moſt wiſe diſcerning Princeſs did you hear? 


- Hear this bold man, how loud he mouths at Princes 


The baſe, d.generate Coward, dreading You, _ 
Now turns his Back, but worrys ſtill a Queen. 

QE Let him be heard. 

Nor. O ſtop the Tray tors mouth! 
Hear not a Monarch by her Rebel ſtain'd ; 
By that bright Throne of Juſtice which you fill, 
Tis falſe, tis forg'd, tis Lucifers Invention, , 

Q. E. My Lord——, 
Mor. We've Letters too, and Witneſs, 
To prove that Allan, Inglsfield, and Roſs, 


Have bargain'd with, — gg and King of *. 


: 


To Excommunicate her Son and you, $ ane: 8 acts. 
Ap A” a Reſignation of both Z 


To that moſt Catholick Tant ber Bis e 2412 dn! obs | 

E. Defend me powers! this Dur 6 lo! | FUE 

> Prodigious Monſter 1” 5 e e eee ©! 21 WA 
E. Are you not amaz d! eite e e ec o : 


My Guard, my faithful Cera, more e e 1 K 40 0 


Thou art my Delpbos, to Whofe Oracle, (ROALD ene ett 
Where ſhall I have Recourſe, but” uiito®'thee ? 7 „, e 
Whoſe Boſom is my Guide, '\whoſe beat my e countel. 4 31 9/ 
What think you. now my Lordꝰ? 8 noel 


Nor. Tis all Conſpiracy. * Fl ie üs [ 1 755 nk A'S 
. Cec. Reſt, and refer this' Matter to your Councel; + = "> 
* may be in this, but more defign; / \ 5 , F 
Mor. If all's not true, Pll give my body 2p 1 OY 
To Torments, to be rack'd, and die a Villain, © © 1% 5.40 
Or ſtand the Teſt with. any he that arts,” 7 b ei 37914 
Nor. Quick, let me take ka at fils Words 1 Lyn <7 5 5 
O that I had thee in ſome deſett WII. 
As far from man as thou art frem Human 
Where none cou'd fave thee but thy ow ee, % H 
Fd cruſh the Treaſon from — 3 11899 
As I wou'd do its Foyſon from à Te . 2 ec 1 
Mor. My Lord— 0 — 2 8 i 4/0H 
Q. E. My Lord "of Nai yen ure 16: Blatns; #13 25 306-9811 
Nor. | beg your Majeſty to grant the nan ay Hl 111 JT 
And I, as Champion for that Injur'd Saint, l 9 10 
I Thomas Norfolk, with this arm will ory, - e n Lin baA 
That Mary, Queen of Scotland is abus d, 1 50714 44100 10 fl 
That She is innocent, and all is 'forg'd : 5 a EA 8 
Nay, till I have made him own to all 180 World, - nAT 
That he's Palais = Aarti LPS). 22 07.0) 


{x2 
— 
— 


Some Ruffian ſte — into his Fathers 790 "01 nad e 
And more than If begot him. 3: 5] at el 8 7 na 
Mor. Gracious Queen—— * e 2%, ne A 


Q. E. If Norfolk can fo ſuddenly 4 0.221 019216515 204 
That Noble Tae was ſo long admir d,. yTobyo m 1 . 81 'T 
And trample o're ſo rudely in my 4 10A 
dn digni ax Boy Crowns and Law of — n f . 1 40A 

I canvas n recal the my-Laviſh bounties, „ nol wold bak 
That made this mad man equal 3 ſelf? a Yi: on 
Nay, mou ag toe of all ous fa 4 World, ud © : 

our as as your aſpiring houghts—— ut 0/1 
Er 3 + BU you 


- 


* e hear my Me 


G0 to the Queen, Perhaps upo 


Salute my Dusky grate ro bring the morn, | 


15 0 We ; "" Mary: Le Boote 


But take this Seen ee en eee for 16 OT 


n Adam ae upon oq en Do; . * 
to proclai T. 


4 Nor. 1 e Innocence of her * 201. Abo! he 
Who has no Liberty to 40 t here oa 05 Eo 
Be ſuch wh gt N We 2 and; honours, * 


De 


uu he hey _ Ball _ 8 : wt #7 


ueen Mary's wrong'd, Queen Muy Inqeccat. © Ait 1 
. And mult ] endure all this? . 1 A 
Hence from my--laghtz her gong, be baniſhs = EE one 


Nor. I will obey Yom . Hag! . _ ai 2:71 
&trom the fad Princeſs. a, 
. What ſaid She Vn ib | G 
+. Nor. Here is a Letter ſrom that Guilcy, fair one? [ 
She bid me thus preſent it on m/ Knees, - om 2351 1 oY „ 
E. Before I read it, wu may, ſpeak ay Look: | ; --1) 


Nes. Mark but the Syperſeniptiog-—ise: not to 
Her deareſt Siſter Qacen EHI 2211 * 2 5 "1102 non IH * 


AN i A '4 £4 


E. It is. uon 
&: write it, with what Love k & 


vr. But had you ſeen 


How with a Sigh She perfum'd every word. 1M ut 
Fragrant as Eaſtergywinds, or: GardenBregzes> to 


That ſteal the 8 of Roſes ingtheir flights 
On every Sy llable She rain! Gow 


S5 ion 6 


And ſaid inſtead of Jens, he! deen pon. Bie gng, wt et 1 


For other Princely Treaſure She had hne. Oo” ak 2641 
E. Alas! what meanelt-ghau e aonat 2: $2 FAT 
Then . mm; 3 mn S I un 9261 


. 
Tell her, mine is an hubie 3 1 my 4 | 
An Old. Dark Tow' r, that threatning Dares the 229 * T 
And ſeems at war with Heaven to * u ri 
For eighteen Years of Widtet, L ner fa | | 
The graſs Embroyder'd Sr with Icy Sangles, 
Nor Trees Majeſtick in. cheir ſumy R 


Nor yet in Summer, : how: the fields were —— "i 


And how ſoft Nature, 
Her hoary Veſtment tu delight green 
E. O Duke endaghi thy Language Stabs a Soul. 
or, No featherd Choriſter of cheerful Note 28. 


ſhifts the Scene, acc ont 65 | 


But 


Mary Dane Sn! 1 

But Birds of frightful Omen, See O ig * ne 120 
And Ravens, ſuch as haut Old Ruin Gi 
Make no diſtinction here! twixt Sun and Nibe n Aich af 1235] 
But Joyn their Clattering Wings with 7 Loud“ | 
bs; * —— Niüddg be Dirges all che H "Fi oak Ree 

rfor: ! - "Crt th t 316852 tn 
Now Cruel Morton, is gel r Fo 7 MA 1083 K 1A 
She cannot be Ambitious A; my Crown ond bns Hu O 
For tho it be a glorious” Thing to Sight? 0. b 12: f ee 


Yer: like à glittering gawd Snake it "TM I 6544 10 1153186] SF 
Wreathing about a "Princes: hrs ry Ha Mui 2100 I! nt 
And oh! it bas a 'Thouſand'Stings a fatal}, ebgolI ech ls bed 
Thou haſt no more to ſa p? 1 down 20077 od6M 


Nor. found this mourning Eaibllians — 12 * 1 13.307 
She was a ſleep, not on a Purple Bed; - mob an. - 
A Gorgeous Palate, but- upon the Flor, : 1% , . a 
Which a mead Carpit elad, hessen te ts bus ATR "AT 
And on a homely Couol ede Hed ;© mod I te yo W 
Two winking Tafi#f$at"#-499 Fog: Fre 70% oft nad wor 
For other Light ales ble "that a Phe? 917 05116 nan 
Which made the Room deut fike'fornie-S H 2103s en 
And She, the —_ dies 6 Her- f. — {0 all: 118 GW av 


Q. E. No moe Fear Heer thee pu bidmo11 H 
Pray Riſe my L&f499s naM i wor 14d -42 S 9200 Ef2mA 


Nor. O! eines till youPiave Pitey. 49: {3 pod 1204 ſe oi2 26} el 
Her Face and m—_— Lung — 2 q bare, 20imd ef 
And looking —_— bank how Ty: "MER Fi a 976d gui 12 
Slid from the Fou ne che 55 7er oil 200 Da. 
and every Breath ſhe fetch'd, turn d to a Sig 

. E. O] I am drown'd! I am melted an G Piety. 

Nor. Quickly ſhe wak'd, for Grief ne're reſted Long, 

And ſtarting at my Sight, ſhe bluſt?d and ſaid, 
You find me full of woe, but know my Lord, 
Tis not for Liberty, nor Crowns 1 weep, 
= _ _ — — me her Enemy 

ea 
A Sea of bc, Ra vr. wad "© Cogn 
And muſt 'ha'way=—Riſe Ke run, haſte all, 
Fly, with the Wings of Darting Meteers, fly 
Swift as the merciful decrees above, 32 

Are Glided down the Battlements of Bliſs. : | 
Quick, take your Queen's own AT take my Love, 

| * 


oy 


” at 4 * at gs.” : . 
- F 2 nai « 1 ET: x — — ”. = 
«NG, op rr enteg ns. = . SENS ws. 3 IF; — Mot — 
* 


Fetch me this warb in 


This Hears ſhall, gabe Jayler, and theſe Arms her Priſon, 
And thou Kind N 62 my: Will:Obey%do un 


When Nature Fades, i 


The Ermine might be but far;; 
If King's have any Fan ae 


Fa, 4 Ys Who Long, He nithb ON EY 
In vain, bas Sung, nd, Ratte d in her Cage 
And lay the Pänting Charmer 1 l "0 | 7 


- 
: # &* 


£ 2 


— * 


Nor. O Run, and Execute the Queen's Commands, > 


Prepare her Golden Coach, and Snow: white Steeds, 


The Pattern of that Innocence they carry. ut 3 * 
And fly more ſwift than Venus drawn; by = = 28 0 
Show'd all the Clouds pour down at once upon you, 


. 4 : y _ . 
ST; en es 2 


Make your quick Paſſage thro' the. falling Ocean 


Not the dread Thunder, let, ir ſtog, nor Lightning ſtay you. 


Mor. Madam, —— — 


. E. No more, you ſhall have Juſtice ae 2n0ogoD 
The Accuſer, and the ecusd, (hall both have: Juſtice,..,m: . 


Why was I born to Empire, to a. Crown, | bo 
Now when the World is ſuch a Monſter: grew nn 
When Summer Freezes, and when Winter eig, 
s, and Loyaky to = At obern tn 
Nor. When firft the Fox beheld the aw ul Lyon, X13 le bun 
He trembl'd, nec ap] fur hie Leech wich fear, 
King's once were God's, but now like Men appear, 
"Tis for the Royal Furr, they hope boy Wi 19991 On 
r Paß Sen 
enen 291403 ti. 
who wears, Hut 'the Cow], Blame. oft zt bit 
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2 in 2072 


6 .T.T.T. 


Mary . f Scots, 


ACTUS SECUNDUS; 


Scœna Prima. 


* 
veat 


1 * A 


Norfolk Solus. v. P. F.. 8. | 


Nor. 
Thro? 


Sd #3 5 <S 


* 


And Ecchoe to the Ocean that She comes 3 


Maria comes 


proclaim it to the clouds, 


Let the four winds from diſtant corners meet, 


And on their wings, 
Then back agen to Edina s proud walls, 


firſt bear it into Fraxce, 


Till Wim to the ſound thi aſpiring city fa falls. 


Nor. Pardon me, 
The mighty Joy that bas ſi nce 6d my braſh, 


And left no Room for other 
Forget that you and «T' were aogry- 

Mor. And I. N P 
Brave Spirits ſhou'd be ſtirt d to Wis,” 
As ſeldom as the Center is with Earth- 
Not like the Sea: diſturbd with every 


My. Lord — © 


I came to ſpeak with you, 
Laſt night Te laid W ret 1 
That gives ſoft caſe to all bet 25 


And guilty mind, a ſudden dread aſſai᷑d me 


Bore: 


* 


ue, Morton. V. D. 0er: * 
Mor. My Lord, 1 came to find v0¹ 


* 


* 


Thoughys, has 
-quakes,, 
but as 2 tens): 
prepar?d: for flumber, 


Inſpir'd by ſome ſuperiour Power that awd 
cruel boſom... - 


And ſtole quick Paſſage to 


= 


My-barbi#6us Zeal, for a more barb'rous cauſe, 
Began to flack, whilſt true Remorſe and Pity 
Surpriz'd my Soul, and held it for the Queen. . 


Hout the Loud world: Wan all the ok Gate 
Let proud Anuguſts clad in Robes of Triumph, 
r glad Streets, els Golden Trumpets Dy. + 
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4 } NT of | — 
14 Mary Nuten of Scotts. 

Nor. O may they ever hold Poſſeſſion | there 

Mor. They ſhall; all She's accus'd of, is no more | 
But that She ſtrove to caſt her Fetters ES i. x 

be ion, When bes hinted to che toi ß; 

ares not hirfiſelf, nor Toes within his reach, 
But wounds his Briſtly hide, and tears the pn 
And all for Precious: lie rar. 
Freedom, which Heaven and Nature gave to all 
But cruel man, and yet more cruel Laws-deny.; | ” 
© Mor Whit if ſome Nobleman ſhowd be found out," | 
A Subject ny this Realm, to wed our Queen ? 

For here are Subjects of Eſtate, and Rank, 
May weigh their Coronets with Prinoes Crowns. | N 
Nor. Some ſuch there are, if She wou'd think em wo. 

' Mor. She muſt, and will, She has no other os | # or T 
'Steering thus wile i in a Sicilian ſtrait rl 0 
Your Jealous Queen will then be Boy from "Ps ow tren N 
By ſuch a Match, hg all her Reign has dreaded... 
Her Marriage with ſome Prince of France, an, das 
'So to convey her Title to the crown 0 n _ Soo dr SY 
To the worſt Enemy this Nation has. + Kr i 1 

Nor. Name but the man who dares aſpire t to 1 | 
Her Kneeling Slave, much more her Royal Husband : ? 

Say ist not Leiceſter ? 

Mor. All but your — - Fo mY 
Wou'd firſt have nam'd the Das. of def. | KX 

Nor. Ha! 4 | | YOU vis T. 

Mor. Wonder Sl, 2 1 roof! n ts! nh 

Nor. I ner can be Ambitidus * a Throne, 161% (2201468 


cn + 


- 
. 


But if I were, I ſwear to thee O. Morton ** 0 6 


I wow'd prefer the charming Queen to all, Cine wind 2318 
To crowns to Empire, or ten thouſand RY 3» 444; mobi} 2A 


Queen did I fay ? the names too great, too diſtant. 


And ſounds too mighty for a Lovers hopes. %% Nen 01 20080 | 
Mor. The Planets all above, and Men;below 1 a 
Have * you out to be that happy We ta 13 e f 


4 


8 en Ne ide e. £.otl old 
Mrs. Knight, Capt. Griffin, Ladies, Gentlemen, Guards: © _ 
Nor. O wet i FFP 
But born of Silvian Race, Her Royal Seat e 
Some Moſſy Bank, inſtead of Scotland, Throne; 4 ARG: 


Under no Canopy but ſome large Oak; 

A crook in that bright hand, tfat once a Scepter ſway'd, 
And Coronet of Flowers her Temples wreathing, 

Whil'ft round her, all her bleating Subjects feed - 

Glad I wou'd be. to dreſs me Jike a Swain, 

Beg from her looks alternately my Doom 
Mingle our Smiles, and mix our Woes together, 

Sit by her ſide,” freed from the Chains of Power, 
And never think of Curſt Ambition more. 


4% 


Mor. Come, come my Lord, you wrong. your Hopes; to hide: | 


This Secret from the ay Man can ſerve you. SIE 

I know you Love the Afflicted 'Queen ; Confeſs,, © 

And as ſoon as ſhe's Arriv'd, Pl wait on her, | 

Fall on my Knees, nay Proſtrate on the Earth, 

Implore my Pardon of that Injur'd Saint, 

And make it my Requeſt for all her Subjects, 1 

To take you for her Husband, and our King,, g,, 

And for her Dower, her Crown and Liberty... }- 
Nor. By all my ſhining Hopes, if thou art Real,, © — 

And makeft us one, as we are one Soul already,._ .. _ bo 

I will Reward thee with that Crown thou profferR;. 

And thou ſhalt Reign for Infant James, and me; 


ALA 


But, if I find thee falſe 7 Va ni 

Hear mighty Vengeance, and aid me with thy Scorpions, 

Lend me thy ſureſt Thunder thus to Graſ- , 

Give me the Strength, the Rage of Hercule, | 

That T may take the Monſter in cheſe Hands, Pe" 

And when he proves a Traytor, . ſhake his Body. © . 

The Queen's Approaching, one of us mult. part, 

It is not fit we ſhou'd be ſeen together. * 

You will go wait upon the Queen of Scotland. BER 
Nor. O Morton] be thou Faithful, and be Great. [ Exit, 

+ Mor. Farwel; Greatoels, I'll owe.unto my {elf alone, not thee. 


Mary, 


* 


* * = * * — | 
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ity” Oren" of Scotts: 5 
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i * 16 5 Mary Nucen of Scotts. 5 
5 Mary, like a Proud Fabrick ſafely ſtands, ;) in 2x 
Supported | rear Norfalk as a Columns + - 1 
Saw but this Pillar off, che Building Falls 
This Hot-brain d, Heedleſs Duke, to ſave the Queen, 
> _ Runs Blind with Love, himſelf into che nz 
Thus, when the King of Beaſts hears his Lov'd Mate, 
Roar in the Toil, With Hopes to free her ſtrait, . 
Scours to her aid, and meets the ſelf ſame. Fate. 


Enter Q. Eliz. Cecil, Attendants and Guards, V. D. P. 8s 
AE. My Lord, the Queen's already in our Walls, 1 
And Paſſing thro the City to our Pallace. 
Mor. I hope this Meeting will be Kind and Laſting, 
And Prove as Joyful to your Majeſty, 1 
. is our Wellcome Queen to all your Subjects. 
2E. My Lord, what mean you, who has wellcom'd her?? 
Mor. I mean the Shouts, the Joyful Ring of Bells 
Bonkires, that turn'd the Night to ſhining Day,” 
Soon as your Orders were diſpatch'd to bring her. 
2. E. Were they fo much Tranſported at the News? 
Mor. No doubt to pleaſe your Majeſty they did it. 
Q. E. It does not pleaſe me; Why was T not told it? 
I wou'd have added Water to their Flames, 
Dug up their VVharfs, and Sluices at their Gates, 
To Quench their Saucy Fires. — 
Mor. "Twas Ignorance—— . ha 
\=$ QE. *T was Infolence.! Fig 5 80 
i But how -behay'd' the Queen? Inform me Mor, 


4 . 


MET 
£ 


Did ſhe not look as one that came in Tryumph, 
i| Deck't with the Spoils of all my Subjects Hearts; 
1 Did'it thou not Read upon her guilty Cheeks, 
Struglings, to ſhew a falſe diſſembl'd Grief? _ [Shout bers. 
Ha! in my Ears! and at my Pallace Doors, 3 
Thus they wou'd dare me, had they Forts and Cannons. 

Mor. This Sounds, as if the Queen were near. 


. Enter Daviſon. V. P. P. S. 


QE. Speak Dzviſon ; what means this Shoutin ng 
Dav. The Queen is come; theſe Thundering Acclamations, 

Proclaim your Peqple*s Joy, where ere the Paſſes. 
| p | It 


— - 


8 


Mary Queen of 
It was your Royal Pleaſure, I ſhou'd' meet Wt 
This wiſh'd for, welcome Princeſs out of Town, NA 
But cou'd not paſs. it, for the gazing Throng 
So Numerous; thar, had your Majeſty beheld them, wy 
You wou'd have wept, as Xerxes ore his Armies, 
To think, that in an Hundred Years, or Leſs, 
Not one of thoſe G6d-like' Creatures wou'd be Living. 
QE. Thou art Miſtaken; for had I been there, 
[ ſhou'd have. SmiPd to hear the giddy Rout, _ 
That in one moment will their Prince adore ; ſpe: + Ws 
And Sacrifice the next. | bete och 905. 
Dav. Miſtake me not, nor your Kind Subject s W 1 
I hope they did not mean it as à Fault. : 
Q. E. Proceed ; Did they not ſtrive to give thee way? 
Not for my ſake, nor. for thy Dignity, and Place ? 
Dev. Alas! *rwas paſt their Power! I might as well 
Oppoſe my Breaſt againſt a guſhing Torrent, 
Or driven the Ocean from it's deep | 6 
As Stem the Multitude—but Mark what lows; | 
For this was but the Curtain to the Scene. 
You look diſpleas'd, I doubt I've laid too much, | 
And fear T have done them W Sage Beads 
Q. E. Ill hear; go on Lat | * 
Dav. The Queen no ſooner did pen ben ftrait 
The Obedient Crowd ſhrunk back at her Command, 
Making a Lane to Guard on every fide ; 
Not Aolw with his Commanding Breath, 
Did the unruly Waves ſo ſoon troul, - 
As ſhe with her mild Looks the Rout ape . 
O. E. Tis well: and what am I, Un — Peop 1 7 
Dav. But till ſne ſpoke, they hung like Cluſter'd" Grapes, 
And cover'd all her Charriot like a Vine; ; 
The Loaded Wheels thick as the duſt they hide, 
And ſwarm'd like Bees upon her Coaches fide. * 
Matrons and Virgins in her Praiſes Sung, | NOT TY 
Whilſt Tuneful Bells in Grateful Changes Rung ; 
All Harmony from Diſcord ſeem'd to flow, 
And Shouts from Tops of Towers, met Shouts below : 
Nurſes, when they with Joy, her Face had ſeen, 
Wou'd, Pointing to their Children, ſhew the Queen: 
Whillt they (nere Learn'd to ralk) for her wou'd- . 


h - — „ I” 
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And 
2 


| Mary; Quan ef Scotts. 


And the un Word they ſpoke, wou d M Fer non 
E. Tis falſe; ng ong'lt m CO Fine 0 e * 
They Guſt ot do ds, dckt mo WIRE? . arr $0 tric At 
My People wou'd. not. [Shout heres 
What's this I hear? 
Are theſe the Perjur'd Slaves, that ww = Sake . 
Have left their Callings, young Men at 2. — Sports, 
The old, their Crutches too, wou'd fling away, 
And Halt, to ſee my Face the Bridegroom- at the Altar, 
That had his Bride by the Hand, at my approach, 
Left the unfiniſh'd Rites to ſee me Paſs, 
And made his Eager Hopes wait on his Queen. 
Dav. And there are Millions yet, that fo wou'd do. 
Q. E. No, Pm forgot, a new Thing has their ears, 

I am grown Stale, as Vulgar to the Sight, 
As Sun by Day, or Moon and Stars, by Night. 
O Curſe of Crowns! O Curſe of Regal Power! 
Learn you, that wou'd ſuch Pageantry adore, 
Truſt whining Saints, the Cunning Harlots Tears, + 593i 
And Liſten when the Perjud Lover Swears, 5 
Believe the Snake that Woman did Delude, 

But never, never truſt the Multitude— - e, here. 

Cec. Run, and Proclaim the Queen's Commands to all, 
On Penalty of Death, they ceaſe this Shouting. 
Q. E. No, let em 5 me, Kill me, yes Vile Traytors! 
Ye ſhall have her ye Long for, in my Throne; 
Falſe Queen ! you ſhall enjoy your Siſters. Crown, 
But it ſhall be with Stings, of Scorpions Guarded ;. 
And a woif: Plague to thee, than mine is now; 
It ſhall be in the Jomer, there thou ſhalt, Sin 
Thy Syrexs Song, and let: them, Shour .in . do: 
Pl Teach ye how to flatter and betray-—— Offers to_go out, 
Run, Seize the Queen, like Lightning ſtrait, Obey ; N and comes on again 
Where wou'd'ſt thou go? Where woud thy Fury dnve thee ? , 
What has my Siſter, What has My done! 7 bas 2 
Muſt ſhe be Puniſht, for my SubjecP' Crimes? | t 
Perhaps ſhe's Innocent of all this Joy, 
And bears the Sound, with greater Pain than 23 
Where ſhall I wander? Ia what Place —. Reſt? 
The Cottage Floor, wich Verdant Ruſhes Strewns 


Is Eaſier, than a wretched Monarch's : [Shout _ 
© Dav. 


18 


* 


Mary Den of Scotts, 


* 
Dav. The Oden is Juſt on Entrance. n Un = q 5 + 
Q. E. Does it pleaſe ye? + 6d NSH 314 evi 00 adn 
Behold ſhe comes, meet, and 8 8 in, 81 201 N ; and | * 
Why ftay you here? Each do his Office ſtraitt. 4 


And ſet in my Place; my Crown Preſent her, 
And with your Hollows Eccho all the Rabble, 

The Deed is done, that Mam Is your : 8 
But think not to be ſaſe, for when Pm Dead,. . 
Swift on a Dragon's Wings from high Tl Fall, 9 
And Rain down Royal Vengeance on you All. [Exeunt Omnes, 


Enter Q. Mary, Dowsglaſs, two Gentlemen, four Ladies. V. D. P. S. 


QA. Come poor Remainder of my Loſt Eſtate, 
Once I was ſerv'd in Pomp, had many Friends, | 
And found no Bleſſing in the gaudy Crowd ; 

But now I am beholden to my Fate, 

That after having Plunder'd me of All, 

Left me the- Gleaning of ſo Kind .a Few, 

Friendſhip to Miſery is Reviving Food. 
Dow. What will betide us now? 
Q. M. Come near your Miſtreſs, 

Methinks your Queen, and her poor humble Train, 

Look * a Crew of Shipwrack'd Paſſengers, „„ 

Shaddering and wet, thrown on ſome Land by Night, 

Without a Friend to Cheer, or Fire to warm 'em. 

Dow. Like them perhaps, we're caſt upon a Shore, 0 
Where no Kind Creature Lives to Pitty us, 

But Wolves, dread Baſilisks, and 72 Monſters. 
Alas! what meant thoſe Shouts of to mock us? 

Is this the Court of Fam'd Elia abet 0 

And this the Throne where ſhe was hev'd with Throngs | ? 

Is this our welcome! where's her Glittering Train? 

Here are no Crowds, no Face of either Sex, 

But all abandon'd, like the Place we came from. 

. M. Sure it was all a Dream, was it not Dowglaſs * 

Thou little Angel that preſerv'ſt thy Queen, 

Appear'd like mercy, and unlockt my Priſon; , 

But I, ungrateful, and my Fortunes worſe, 

Took thee young Roſe, from thy own Pruitful Garden, 

| And Planted thee within a Cold dead Soil, * | 

D 2 0 


20 Mary Nueen of Scotts. 
To Nip thy Louth, and with/mp, Socrons Kill ue, Ent 
But ſhortly, ll Releaſe chee from thy ary 44 
And leave thee to enjoy when I am Dead, 8 
What thou ne're found'ſt with me: Content. 8 
Dow. Surely the Queen will ſee you, now you. are come, 
Elſe we do walk Enchanted, and this Place 
Is not White- Hall, but Panlers Priſon fill, _ © "y 
. M. Lend me your Hands, ſor I am faiat, and weary, 
My eet too tremble, and methinks. the Floor 
Sinks under em, and now it fares with me 
Like a poor Marriner, that had been Condemn'd 
To a cloſe Bark, a Long and Tedious Voyage, 
Who, coming to the Shore, ſcarce feels the Ground, 
And thinks the Earth do's like the Ship go uo). 
Dow. Here ſit you down a while. | 
QM. What in her Chair? 
Then ſhe Indeed may ſay I am Ambitious, 
Ambitious of her Crown, which | 
I am not; | [Sits on Stool, 
Now you upon the Floor Encompaſs me. ; | 
So, this is as it ſhou'd be; Is it not ? 
Thus have we oft beguild the Time at Fotheringay— 
Lend me a Glaſs, and: Prithee tell me truly, 
How do I Look? 
Dow. To ſee your ſelf, is ſtrait to baniſh Woe, 
And make you Ya ppy for that Day, I'm ſure 
It do's your —.— when they look on you, 
Vou are ſo Good, ſo Perfect, and ſo Fair, 


Beauty and Sorrow, never were ſo near 


In any but in you. 


Q. M. Alas ! thou flatter me. | [Reaching the ms. 
Dow. In all the Fatal Time of your Confinement, 


You . ſaw your Self; or if you did, 
Twas thro' ſuch diſmal Clouds of Garb and Sorrow, 


Fou ſcarcely knew that Viſage ſo Adord ; 


But now *tis hard to tell which ſtrives the moſt, 
Your Dreſs or Beauty to Adorn each other 
Behold elſe. | 
QI. Giret me—ha ! d'ye Mock mc! 

Who Look'd in the Glaſs Fam oat | 
Dow. Madam 


2. M. Alas 


Mary Queen of Scotts. 21 
Q. A. Alas! theſe cannot be thy Miſtreſſes eyes, 1 

Mine were dim Lamps, that long ago expird, ? 
And quite diflolv'd and quench'd themſelves in tears. | 
Theſe cheeks are none of mine, the Roſes look not | 
Like tempeſt beaten Lillies as mine ſhou'd, SWISS IG; 

This forhead is not graven with the Darts 

Of eighteen years of ſharpeſt: Miſerys, 
Nor are theſe lips like Sorrows blubber'd Twins, 

_ Neer 1 ns Mourning, and complaining—- | 
Falſe glaſs! that flatters, and udo's the fond: Throws an 

| Falſe Beauty ! may that wretch that has thee, curſe thee. N the glaſs. 
And hold thee ſtill Deteſtible as mine, | 
Why tarrieſt thou to give me yet more woe ? 
The earth will mourn 1n furrows at the Plow. 

Birds, Trees, and fields, when the warm Summers gone, 
Put their worſt looks, and ſable Colours on, "ik 

The ſullen ſtreams, when the leaſt tempeſt blows, 
Their criſtial Smoothneſs in a moment looſe, 

Bur my curſt beauty, this malicious charm, 
No Time, long griefs, nor blaſts of envy harm. 


Enter Duke of Norfolk. L. D. 0. P. 


Nor. What do I ſee the Perfon, or the Shadow 
Of the moſt Royal Majeſty of Scotland? © * 
And theſe the weeping Mourners of her Fortune ? 
Bright as Diana with her Starry Nymphs, 
Deicending to make fertile Sea, and Land, 

T' enrich the waves, and bleſs the World with Plenty 
O riſe, moſt charming of all Creatures, Riſe! ' 
Or you bright heavenly Roof, that weighs the World, 
Will turn the Scale, and mount the Globe above it. 
Q., M. Who ſees the needy Traveller on foot, 
(When he approaches to his long'd for Inn) 
Welcom'd, careſs'd, and ſhew'd the faireſt Room, 
And Richeſt bed to reſt his weary Limbs, 
Or who beholds the Beggar on his ſtraw, 
Crying for Alms, before the Rich man's door, | 
And bids him Riſe ? go Duke, and ſhun this wretch ;. DR 
Fly Mary's fate, for ſuch and worſe is She. 
Nor. Riſe charming excellence! Or by your ſelf, 
The greateſt Oath that I can take, 


* 


— 


Ml 


PM bear your Precious body 
(Forgive the Sacreligious Violence) 
And ſet you in that proud Imperial Chair, | 
Beneath whoſe ſcornful fett you meekly lie; b 
Nay, I wowd do't, were this She tarry by, 


I'd ſeat you in that Place in ſpite of her. T* 
Q. Mary. May all that's great and good, forbid. 
or. The Powers above, and Mortals all below, 
Wou'd praiſe me for that deed—who can behold 
England's bright Heireſs, Queen of France, and Scotland, 
Whoſe veins run treaſur'd with the ſacred blood 
Of Fergus, and a Hundred Alban Kings, 
Lie thus neglected, in a State thus mean? 
Who can behold it, and at once be Loyal? 
Q. M. O tempt me not with thoughts of any State, 
But this that I am in; it was a Viſion | 
The world till now was but a dream to me; 
When I was great, I always was in Danger; 
Giddy, and. fearful, when I lookt beneath, 
But now with Scorn I can fee all above me, 
Happy in this, that I can fall no lower. 
Nor. O ſay not fo, for pity of Mankind, 
Leaſt fate deſcends in Battles, plagues, and fire, 
To ſcourge the earth for ſo prophane a Sight, 
And treating thus the Majeſty of Queens. 
Had I the Thunder, Nature's ſelf ſhowd wrack, 
The frighted World ſhou'd at my Burden groan, 
Whilſt thus I fell with my Immortal weight, 
Thus at your feet, and cruſht its ſoul away. 
But as I am Norfolk ſtill, the meaneſt wretch, 
Let me dig out of thee a grave, and ſay, 
As raving Ariſtotle to the Sea, | 
Since I can't conquer thee, thou bury me. | 
Q. M. Riſe gallant Duke, and ſhew me if you can 
Where ſhall the wretched fly to be at Reſt ? 
It was but yeſterday I ſcap'd the wreck, 
And now ſo ſoon again ſet. out at Drift, 
To Rocks, wide Seas, and vaſt extended ruin; 
That nothing but a Miracle can ſave me. 
Nor. O couwd I dare but whiſpert in your ear, 
Or claim the ſacred Promiſe once you made, 
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in theſe arms, 840 


Tho She ſtood here, and dar'd me with Revenge, 


[Riſe 


Here / 


Mary uten if Scotts: 


Here you ſhou'd meet that calm — you want, 

In Nools s grateful breaſt. N 
. M. O Name not Love! 

Love always flies, the wretched and deform, 

And I am both; Sorrow has play'd the Tyrant, 

Plow'd up this once fair field, where Beauties grow, 

And quite trans form'd it to a Naked fallow; 

That you had once my Word 'tis true, but t was 

When I had hopes to be a Queen again; | 

I thought to give you with ſome Charms, a crown, . 

Which you deſerve, but now they all are fled, . 

I am-not worth the taking, ceaſe the Thought. 

Nor. You are above all Wealth, all Queens to me, 
Your glorious. head was ſhaddow'd with a Crown, . 
And brighter body ſeem'd but courſely clad 
With Robes of Majeſty, like Stars o're-clouded. . 
Thoſe caſt away, the cherubim appears, 

Bright as the world was in its Infant 
Eas d of this Sumpter, take your happy fight, 
The Lighter by the Load of Ponderous crowns, . 
You bare the badge of Heaven, where ere you go, 
And beauties mine, more worth than all below. 
15 M. Where ſhall I fly? 

. To Scythia, wilds of Beaſts, = 
Or any where but this accurſed Place ; 3 - 
To Scotland elſe, where the repenting Morton, 
(Whom real Pity of your Matchleſs Sufferings - 
Has turn'd a Saint) has writ to all the States 
To meet, Receive you, and approve your choice. 

£. M. Firſt let my Virtue, with my mind conſult. 

Nor. Nay, while we think, we ſtumble on our graves, 
Or Priſon, elſe you know not What the Queen, 
And your vile Foes are now conſulting of... 

Q. M. To fly ſuſpected, is to make me guilty; ; 
Yet She condemns, and ſnuns me like a Monſter, 
Denys, what to the meaneſt criminal She grants. 

Nor. A moment will undo us. 


M. Whilſt fears, and hopes, to be victorious ** " 


| Like seas with bold contrary winds oppreſt, 
They rouſe the quiet Ocean in my Breaſt. . 


1 24 FO | Mary Deen of Scotts. 


| Enter Daviſon and Guards, L. D. P. 3. 


Dav. The Queen, my Miſtriſs, to her Royal Siſter, 
The wrong'd and Beautious Majeſty of Scotland, 
Sends by - Slave, the deareſt of all Loves, 
Not ſuch as wanton fickle Lovers give, $2 
But ſuch as friends, and Royal fricadſhip owe to virtue, 
She lovingly Intreats you wou'd accept 
Of this her Guard. | 
Nor. Ha | 
Dv. Not as a Reſtraint, 
But to protect your life againſt your foes, 
Which ſtill She Prizes dearer than her own, 
Without are Officers prepar'd to wait you, 
To an appartment neareſt to her ſelf, 
My Lord, it is the Queens command, 
You leave this place, and inſtantly attend her. [ Exit, 
Nor. Immortal Power's a guard 
| Q M. Haſte noble Duke, prevent her threatning Rage, 
' Plead for your ſelf—behold I am not worſe, 
Then when you ſaw me firſt at Forheringay. 
Nor. Oh Rigid caution! Virtue too ſevere ! 
Lou have done a cruel Juſtice on your ſelf, 
And quite undone your Norfolk. 
M. Give me your hand; * 
I will be yours, or n&er will be anothers, | 
That as my heart! But oh! moſt Gallant Norfolk / 
Some time allow to weigh the nice Regards, 
Of Jealous honour in a Princes breaſt ; 
Cruel Example, cruel greatneſs aws 
Our Sex, and Monarchs with the hardeſt Laws 
Farwel. Bi 
Nor. O Tyrant Law! more cruel greatneſs ſtill; 
Man till forbidden knew not what was Ill : | 
And till Ambition ſow'd the fatal Strife, 
Husbands were bleſt, each Bride a happy wife; 
Virtue once Reign'd, and then was ſo Renown'd, 


— Mary Owen of Scotts: 


Valour made Kings, and Beauty oft was 8 N Bn t15- 7 
Merit did then, much more than Intere _—_ .. Bi nt ER 
The happy pair but liK'd, and ſoon agr 

But now Love's bought, and Marriage grown a Trade f 
Eſtate and Dower are in the Ballance weigh'd. R 
Love ſtill was free, till Pride got in by ſtealtn, EE 
And n&ef a Slave till undermin's by wealth. + [Ex ſeveraly. 


End of the Second 4. 
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Aa Tertius, Scœna Prima. 
Enter Morton * Daviſon. O. P. P. S. 


Mor. Ow famous Daviſon, tis in your power, o 0 
To be the Genius of your threaten'd Nation 

And the Protector of your Crown and Laws. | 

A glorious Merit offers to eſpouſe you, 

And make your Name in England's cauſe renown'd ; 


Your Miſtreſs muſt not ſee the Queen of Scotland. 9 : A 
This you muſt ſtudy to prevent, for tis E : 
To give a Dagger to a Lunatick, | bn 


How does She hold her Yeſterdays Reſolve? . 
' Dav. Juſt as I fear'd, for in her Bed-chamber, 

Early this morn, I found the Duke of Norfolk, 5 il. | 

Upon his Knees, petitioning for the Queen; te >; 1 x 

At firſt She ſtarted, whilſt her Eyes ſhot un, 963 EE . | 

And bid him in a Fury ſtrait be gone; e vel les Sf; -. 

Then, with an elevated Tone, She cry'd, 120 * 

What muſt I n&er be kneel'd to, but for 005 b 5303 97 

All Knees, all Hearts, muſt bend to her alone. £011 oa 03-18 i 

Whilſt I like the dull {laviſh Animal! {att ad 

That bore the Goddeſs Image on his back, | 

Am worſhipt only but for her. 1 
Mor. Said Rarely !- | | 
'Dav. Then on a fudden, call'd him back again, 

E 


* 


Blot- 


Blotting a tear, that fell in ſpite uf her.. 
And bid him go to the diſtreſt pdor Queen, 
Sending her Ring, and with it many a Sighz 
Tell her, ſaid She, tho Jealouſies of Stars _, \ 
Forbid that we ſhowd meet, not mauy days, 
Not many hours, I am refolv'd'to live, | | 
Unleſs I hold her in thefe arms for ever. 0 
Mor. Then all my fgars again return. 
Dav. The Duke. 8 | 
Riſe from the ground, exalted and Inſpir'd, 
Leaving the Queen with Cecit and my elf; 
But ſoon on us, preſuming to adviſe her, 
She thunder'd, as the Immortals on the Giants, 
And made us feel what *rwas to war with Heaven; 
Then in a Rage, She darted from her cloſer, 
And threw the door ſo hard, with ſuch a Fury | 
(As I have ſeen her Father Harn do) 
That made us tremble. 5 | 
Mor. What wou'd you adviſe? | 
Dav. I know not, for She * her attendance, 
And fain would Shake em off; furveys each Chamber, 
And meaſures every appartment in the Palace 
A Hundred times. RS 
I know the cauſe, and tho her Soul's too Proud, 
And wou'd not ſtoop to ſee the Scort;ſh Queen, 
Yet She ſecks all occaſions out to meet her, 
And therefore Loyters like a Miſers Ghoſt, 
About n mich that it lov'd 
Mor. This mighty Duke mu 2op'd low, or fall 
His towering lv! are too ww. high, me | 
Under whoſe tops, our Queen ſecurely lies, 
And mocks the Juſt avenging ſtorms above. 
He thinks he's clear*'d from all accounts of Guilt, 
But I have that will ſet him in arrear, 
| Neer to be paid, and ner to be forgiven. _ | 
Fll to the Duke. Exit. 
Dav: And III go feek the Queen. 


8 Mary Zen of Scots. 


Mary Quan of Scotts | * 84 * 
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"What art thou that has haunted me ſo long? 
Thou look'ſt, as if thou mean ſt to draw my N . 
I faw thee in the Preſence of the Queen, 
Which as I left, thou follow dſt me, 
And ſtill ſurvey'ſt me with a curious Eye. 
What woud'ſt thou with me? Say, what art? 

Gif. A Man; | | Pry 
And what indeed is rare in ſuch a. placey | 
A Miracle at Court; An honeſt Man. 

Dav. That were in truth, a wonder. 

Gif. IJ am a Prieſt. 

Dav. How dareſt thou peep thy bead within theſe walls ? 

ITI have thee ſeizd. SG | 

Gif. Thou hadſt better if »twere Fs 3 ; 
The Guardian Angel of the Miſtr W | 
I'm hir'd to kill the Queen k | 

Dav. Oh Monſtrous Villain! } 

Gif.” J am no Villain, but a Sourge to Villains. | 

Dav. Oh horrid} moſt unheard of Impudence 
Durſt thou 10 this to me. that am pr : ant? 

Gif. Becauſe you are, therefore I ſought 0 
1 — not wa act it, but Reveal 4; TRE? . 5 
Hell cou'd not reſt, and know it. — 

Dav. Thou fay'ſt well; | be | 
What dire —— in this Tragedy, 1 | 
Haſte thou? who ſet you on? 8 

Gif. Oh they are mighty! 

Nor was the * alone t' have felt the blow. 
® Dav, Is not the Queen of Starland in the plot? 
Spsak as thy Virtue promps thee, and the Throne, 
Thy Innocence, and Heaven, be all thy guard. 
. know that for. her ſake, this Was contriv'd, 
Am witneſs too, She was conſenting to it. 

Dav. Wert thou alone, to act this monſtrous Treaſon® 

Gif. No, five bold Traytors more, beſides my elf, 
(Curſt that my name ſhou'd C're be read for one) 

All made of Natures rougheſt, fierceſt Mould, 
Have enter'd in a damn'd Aſſociation, 


(Start all that's humane, and divine to hear) 
E 2 | To 


* 


"8 Mary Queen of Scotts, n 


To kill the Queen! to murther Majeſty, 9 n 
Their ſeveral Inſtruments of Fate, in ſpor t. Og 
They made the guilt of Chance, to one by Lat, BEE 1% 
A Sword fell ro his Share, the next a Gun, Fg 2122512 enn 
The third, a Piſtol, Poyſon had the fourth, | LO WORE ED 


The fifth choſe water for the deed, who was, 
If all the reſt had fail'd, & have ſunk her Barge, 
Rowing ſome evening, as her cuſtom is, 
From Greenwich; and this Dagger was my Lot. 
Dav®Thou'lt ga ain'd a Glorious, and immortal credit. 
1 


8. 


Gif. I can produce what will ama ze you worſe, ee 
No Necromancer ever ſhow'd the Face ; ; 
Of a 1 Stealer in a Glaſs, - | | | 
As I the lively Figures of theſe W- . 8 8 

In Glorious ntation of the deed, 4.42 


Painted on Tablets, ſer in Gold, with Babington 
High in the midſt, and in his Threatning hand, | 
Graſping the weapon that ſhou'd-kill' the Queen. | 4 

Dav. Oh Villians! didft thou ever ſee Queen Maß; 

Gif. Yes, and have ſeen her Letters to the Pope, | 
To the Confederates, and to Babington | 

Dav. To Babington ' Say! | does She write to him ? 

Gif. To him —1 am the intrufted Meſſenger. | 

Div. Doſt know em to be hers ? Wh Ee dun wo tee? 

Gif. Her Secretary Curl. 

Dav. But are you ſure hey are as een's own band 2 

Gif. Her hand I know, and this I'm ture's her writing. | 
To me they are firſt deliver'd, to convey. producing Letters. 
And hencetorth, as they come into my hands, 
To you Pll bring them. 

Dav. Do fo, which Ill open; 
And cauſe them to be neatly counterſeited, 
Then ſend the falſe, and keep the true- ones. by me, 
But hold, we are perceſb d, come follow me, 
And when time ſerves, _ bring thee to the Queen. © [Exennt. 
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Enter * Dowglas, 2: Artendavis a * aber Door hs en 15 
| Davil on and Gifford, 11 5 Wie 1 
M. Shew me, che unfrequenteſt G ts f 

To walk in; for we have not chang d our San, 
We only have a little Larger — 
Dow. Ha 5 ee, 4 5 e 
Q. M. What ails the Guardian Genius of his n e fb 
Why this diſorder ? Wherefore did'ſt thou ſtart 7 5 


11 1 


Dow. Saw you that Fellow, Madam ? nfl Fe 
Q. M. Yes, why ask's thou f. * 
Bow. 1 know not; but a ſudden horror E me eee 


At that Man's Sigl et 2 27 
Was not that Daviſox, and he together "3 e 
In Private Talk? Ah, Madam, Dauiſon, 

A Spy of Quality, a Legier here 

Of Plots againſt your Sacred Innocence. 
By your unſpoteck Soul! juſt ſuch a Perſon, _ 
(I wiſh he's not the ſame) I often faw _ 3 
With Navss, during 'your Impriſonment; 

Oh my Prophetick Heart, warns and foretells n 
There's Miſchief Gangering in your ſcarce. closd Wounds. 

Q. A. There's no fear, for my Kind Silter's e i eee 
And my own Innocence ſhall Conquer all, „ 
That Hell, or Malice, can Tovent a ainſt 1 

Dow. What mean theſe Drops?” O Stars! what means this ſhaking! 
Young Prophets never wept, nor trembPFd fo,  ' 
For Pitty ; when they, told. the Fare of Kin doms. 

Ah brighteſt Star that &'re Adorn'd the World! _. 
Take, take young Dowela/s Council, and Retire! 

O ſhun this Barb'rous Place ; and fly this Moment. 
Q. M. What do'ſt thou mean? © 

Dom. I know not, but am Pull'd | 
By ſome ſtrange Deſtiny, that ſeems to you: | 
As if I Rav'd, but bleſt were you, twere Madnefs. 
Laſt Night, no ſooner was I laid to Reſt, | 
But juſt three drops of Blood fell from my Noſe, bk 
And Stain'd my Pillow; which I found "this Moe, . 
and Wonder'd at. 

Q. M. That rather does betoken. 


2 Mary Veen ef Scotts. 
Some Miſchief to thy Self. N „ 
| Dam. Perha to Ward 1 C 
Who Prize their own" baſe ONS, but t "the Brave. 
'Tis always fatal to the Friend they Love. | 
Mark further; I was ſcarcely. fallen afleep,  — - - 
Laſt Night, no ſooner was I laid to Relt, be 
But you. were Repreſented to my Fancy, 
Deckt like a Bride; with Norfolk in your Hand; 
The Amorous Duke that Smiles with every Glance, 
Whil't you Returgd them with more Piercing Darts; 


— — „ ̃ M 000 
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But ſtrait it ſeem'd to Lighten, and a Peal 1 
Of dreadful Thunder Rent you from each other, c 
Whik'ſt from the Hale ainted ore like Heaven, 
Methought I ſaw the furious Queen of England, 

iq Like angry Juno, Mounted on a Cloud, WT 

4 Deſcend in Flames, at which dread Sight, you Vaniſht. 

3 Q. M. Theſe are but ſtarts of an ore watchful Soul, 

7 Which always Repreſents to us, aſleep, 


— $40 He = \ - — 1 
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= What moſt we fear, or wiſh When we ate awake. 
1 Dow. Ah my beſt Miſtreſs! on my Knees I beg, 
1 Tho the Brave Duke be as Renowb'd as any, 
That e're the Antients firſt Choſe out for Gods, 
Tho' never Man fo Riyall'd all the Sex, | 
1 And left them bare of Virtues, like himſelf, 
1 Yet for your Precious Life's Sake, thats more worth 
1 Than Thouſand Dukes ; break off your Marriage with him, 
Q. M. My Little Guardian Augel, thou haſt Rous'd, | 
And beat a War within my Breaſt, between 
The Intereſt of my Love, and Preſervation;  _. . 
Thou know'ſt *ewas long Conſulted, and at laſt, _ * 
Concluded beſt for my uncertain State; ee 7225 
Leiceſter and Cecil, both have given their Words, 
And Merton too, to gain the Queen's Conſent. | 
9 Dow. There's Morton in it, therefore go no further. 
Q. M. Thou wou'd'ſt not have me wed the Gallant Duke. 
Vet thou wou'd'ſt have me fly: where ſhall I fly? 
1 dare not go to Scotland, that lays wait 
To catch me in an Hundred Snares of Death; 
And into France, I muſt not, will not go; 
For then my Siſter might with Reason 1 * 
I went for help, to drive her from her Throne. 
Dau. See where he comes, juſt in the moment, Fate, 


| 4 


My Lord, I fear-it will be fatal to us. | A, 


Mary Dues ＋ Seoits. Fi. * 


your IIl Stars, againſt themſelves a1 Kind, 60 


And ſend to wam you, wut you might avoid it. Ace En e 


Q. M. What ſhall I do? . I Dewglaſs 1 1 ſtand. SHIT 1 5 
Like one that in a Deſart Joſt. his ways. J 
Sees ſeveral Paths, yet knowing not Right, 


Stands in amaze, and fears to venture upon any. | 1972 1 
Enter Norfolk; 4% Morton: b 


Nor. What! what, in Tears, thou Mourning Excellence ! ] 
Shed not that Precious Balm in vain, but me 0 
To Heal the World, when Nature is a dying. 
And Chaos ſhall be Threaten'd once again, een ING 
O fave thoſe Pearls to buy Large Empires ſor 3 
And when we have liv'd long Centuries in Love, 

To Purchaſe twice as many Years from Fate. | 

Mor. Weep you, when Love and men Shadly wait 
To Baniſh Grief for ever from your Breaſt? 

2. M. Morton, I will proceed no further in this Marriage 


* 


Nor. What do I hear? 
2. M. By all my Hopes, I muſt not. 
Moſt Gallant Norfolk, to your Generous 
I owe my freedom, nay what's more, my [I 
And Mary's Heart is but the leaft Return 
That "wy can make; but if that Heart proves Fatal, 
A wretched Load to Curſe with Woes, the Owner, 
And Sink the Noble Veſſel that it Fraits, 
Pitty forbids me then to be fo e | 
Think I deny you for you own dear Safety, 
Think I hwy my Self— Run, Fly, forſake me, 
Seek not for ſhelter in a Falling Tower, 
But leave me to be wretched here alone. | | 
Nor. Shou'd all the Fiends break looſe, and' ſtop my way,, 
And you blew Marble Roof and Stars Deſcend, 
To cruſh me and my Hopes; I'de on this Moment, 
And Periſh with = 1 but Ide Enjoy her. 
Give me thy Trembling Hand, the nie! Lily, 
Set in the faireſt Garden of the World. 
Chaſter, and Purer than the Virgin 8no - 
IF *tis a Sin to blot us with a Ter, 
Ol cod. 


Mary, Queen of Scotts. 
ewautd. Expiate it's Crime, 


O! coud it ſpeak, * 


And ſay my Soul (lh Wapts. a 1 Language, 85 © 


To chide my an 5 4 
2. A. Cee 0 I Ceaſe. 


By all your Hopes Sage HappineGs, and mine, 
Your Kinder Genius, fiot my .Own tells 
This Deed will be the Ruin of us bot 

Firſt break it. tot een, her Conſcae. 
mur. That 1 alt oy done * 

Leiceſter long ſince, Emplor'd her Royal Leave 
She er . and in not forbidi 4 = 3 
Her Silence; may be taken for a Grant. 

L. M. Delay it but a Day, and let me haſte, 
(If Shame, your Cruel Foe,. will give me Leave) 
And ask the Queen's Conſennn. 

Mor. Lou yet Create new Hazards, . 

And till forget the Queen denies. to ſee ou; 
Beſides that were to wake ſome new Surmize 


Of State, Perhaps heb then demur — 2 3h lequel, =, 


And Call your Foes to Council, which if done, 
And Paſt 8 ſhe'll not blame the Deed. 


Nor. O Gallant Morton ! let me hold thee thus; | 


More Pitiful then Sighing Virgins are, 
And Kind as Interceeding Angels, thou. 


. Mor. Go quickly then, and Tye the Sacred Raot, 


Due to your Intereſts, due to Matchleſs Love. 
Elizabeth ſhall Jealous be no more, 

Nor fearful then that any Forreign Prince 

Too ſoon ſhowd Joyn his Kingdom to your Right, 
And Claim your Lawful Title to th: Crown 
Go Ioſtantly—howe're ſhe ſeems to Frown, 

Shell Smile within her Heart, when once tis done. 


Nor. By all your Woes now feed, and, Joys to come, 
And more ; by. all your Precious Vows I Charm you. 
{ng Why do you hold me? where d'ye wal me? 


To be your Fate! to be your Enemy? 
Nor. Remember, O Remember Fotheringay ; 
Forget not what it beard, and Ecchoes till, 


Your oft Repeated Vows, and Norfolts Groans,. W 
. M. Some Pittying Angel from above look down, 


| _ ſh-w me [trait the Path that 1 muſt follow. 


Mary Den of. Scotts 33 
Mor. * ; the Sun ſets forth like a Gay: Tt | 
E _— 
And now Ambition, Ei, N . 
I 1 ou with —ôͤÄ heavy we 2 Crown: | / 
. Curl Accident, the Queen 1 2 
25 What's: that you ſay ? O take me from * ue, . 

Joy, and Pale fear within like Gyants Fight: . 


Hope bids me go, my trembling Heart Nr conn _ 
Bar Wha can Live and Reaſon both Ober? * N 5, 
Do what you will with me, away, away. by [Ri 


Enter Q. E. Cecil, Daviſon, N Ava FORTE : * E. foes, © | 
M. Notfolk, Going ae ra Side. © 5 


Q. E. Ha! ſee my Lord's, behold ? 
Is that the Queen, and Norfolk ſo Officious 2 
Traytor ! 5 
Cec. May it pleaſe your Majeſty, it is. 7 
Q. E. Bid him come backe, "ſhe comes with hi too 77 
My Lord, how duſt you approach that Hand ? | 
Nay, Talk with an Offender againſt your Queen? 
And flight thus plain my Abſolute Commands? 30 
2. M. Alas! let not the Noble Duke for me be blam'd) © + 


Nor bear a weight ſo heavy as your Anger, 
When I am thought by you the foul es 
He only met a poor abandon d | 
Loſt in a- wild, and put her in the way; 

For here I wander by my ſelf forlorn, 

Know few, and taken notice of by none 
Q. E. She has a Royal Preſence; awful em! 
By thoſe bright Conſtellations o're cur Heads, 1 Yo 
Which Story feigns were CREE Women once, - SAﬀſide. 
There is not half that N hoſe Orbs, | 

Nor Majeſty on Earth, 
Think you my Lords, 26 08 
That ſhe appears ſo Beautiful as | Fanvd' Ges 
Give me a Glaſs—ha! how?s this Jewel plac't ! 
What a Vile Curle, and awkard Patch is ant 
2 but on her, and yet methin ks 
s much beholden to her Sable Dreſs, 
7 chro a Sky of Jett: Stars glitter moſt. / * 
Cee, Not to deny the Charms e Seotlant's Queen, 


— 


Mary Pweenof Scotts.” 


PE et . Riyals hers, and all the Sex. 3 a * 


QE. Nay, now you: grofsly: flanicr me Lond. 0 5 * © 
*Tis long of ſuch mean 8 cophants a8 — een Wen 
That Princes are ſo wretehed, nere to Er . N 
The Errors of their Perſans, or their Minds. ws 

Q. M. What | not a Werd am I not 8 Word 1 15 8 
Now Stars! I dare you how to de your wöorſt. * 205 
Lou cannot Curſe me more now if ou wou'd. e. 
E. Ha ! ſhe ſhoots Magic from her very e 2 
And every Word's a Charm that Lull's:my Rage; 
Like falling drops of mild and gentle. Rain, 
They Wear into this Breaſt of Adamant; 
Aſſiſt me now; my Courage, Pitty, Friends, 
Support me All ! how ſhall 1 bear it now? 

M. Nor yet a Look ! not one kind 3 mo? 

No Token that I once was Scotlands Queen ? | 

8 E. Hear'ſt thou this n Davilſc ſon ! 
Ye of Rocks, ye Brood of Wolves and Tygers ! 
Y've turmd me into Stone, more Monſtrous than your Selves! > 
If I but look on her, ſhe aws my Sight, 
Like a Loath*d Fiend, I dare not fee the Light. 

Q. M. Did I ere think our meeting wou'd be thus! 
Thus Mary, and Nlisubeth ſhou'd Greet 1 | 
So do the Chriſtians with the Pagans Treat, 
The Brave Plantageher with Ottoman, 
The Golden Eagle with the Silver Creſcent, . 
But never thus, the white Croſs: with the Red. 

Nor. This needs muſt Charm, were ſhe more fell than Woman 
She melts, yet fain wou'd hide it—happy Sign. 

Q. M. The Friendly Oraas when the World was de 
Took Care to joyn our Kingdoms near together, 
And ſhall not 0 our Loves, and Hall, Hearts ? 
We, who one happy Loving Iſland 
Of the fame 3 bus 
And one Rich Blood Travels thro' both our Veins. 
Showd we thus meet, and at a diſtance Talk? 


Q. E. Support me Cecil. 
Royal Aunt, 


Q. M. The Beautious Margaret gout, Pons 
Whoſe Right, and Lawful Grand- Daughter, I am. 


Met not my Grand-Father, the Valaar James, * 3 i2 
With ſuch a Scornful and . Negle&tul Brow ; * 570138 
For if ſhe had, I never had been Born, 


Mary Queen of Scotts, 


And you not known the hated Queen. of Scotland. 


Q. E. Come li me, from abs Pls where Tum Roo 


On Wiags of Angels, bear me to her Arms. 


D. M. What ere may be the Bffscts of Natures kae, | 


In your hard Breaft ; I'm ſure that part of you. 
That is in mine, Torments me to get forth, 


Bounds upward, and Leaps from me to Embrace you, 


My whole Blood Starts! 


Q. E. And mine can e 


My Siſter—oh !—— 
2. M. Can this be Real? 


E. Throw thy Lov'd Arms, as I do. mine, about they, 


And never feel leſs Joy than I do no-) 
Oh! *tis too Great, it is Vaſpeakable, 
Cleave to my Breaſt, for I want Words to tell. 
Q. M. Then Injuries Farwel, and Woes be Baniſhe 


Forgiveneſs now, and Pleaſures fill my Breaſt 5.1 |. + 1 


They were not half ſo Great, when I Eſpougd, 
And threw theſe Arms about young Frances Neck, 
And laid me down the Queen of half the I. 
I feel the Blood of both our Anceſtors, 

The Spirits of Tudor and Plantagenct, 

Glow thro my Veins,” and Start up tg my Lips, | 
To Parley with, to. wonder. and to Kiſs, oth o 
Their Royal Brothers hovering upon thine. 


EE. Witneſs ye Powers! take notice how I Love ber! 


Worſhip this Token, as glad Saints Receive 
Embaſſadors from High. 
2.'M. O let me Go, 


Give my wild Joy ſome Breath, FT Room: to walk in ; obs 


O! I ſhall burſt into a Thouſand Pieces! 

As many Attoms, as my Queen — 

A Tbouſand Years of Pain is not 

For this one moment of Seraphick 2 

That ſhe is Kind, and thinks me Innocent! 

Innocent! that won Word's far above 

ny Wealth of Crowns, nay all but you, and Love. 
B. Ah Royal Sifter } urge my Guih no more, 

Rut > it from thy Breaſt, as I from mine. 

Down on your Knees—All that Regard Frowns, 

Behold your Queen's, both Scat and Exgliſb here, 

Hear, thou wide _— hear thy Abo Queen's, 


) 


_=_ 
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Let my dread Voice, fur as thy Waves be heard, 

From Silver "Themes, to Golden Tired Procla m 

With Harmony of Drums and Trumpets, Sound. 

Not me, not her alone, not one, but both, W ©, 9 

Sound Mary, and Elizabeth your Queen's = 

Pee ka ul Drums and Trumpets Sound, 

4h 908 IVE" BT 52 REN here ; then all Riſe again 

| | from Kneeling. | N 

| Cc Ol. be. leſs Kind, leaſt Fate ſhowd ſnatch my Joys, 

And Hoard em up for an Immortal Treaſure, ROE Ot, 

For they are two Great for Mortal Senſe to bear. 1 
* I do her wrong to keep her from new Joys, ; 

Each moment ſhall beget, each Hour bring forth, . 

Freſh Pleaſures, and Rich Welcomes to delight her. 

Prepare her Tahle, Deck the Bed of State, 

Let her Appartment ſhine with Golden Arras, | 

Strew Pertumes- in her way, ſweeter than Incenſe, _ 


Rare as the Sun draws every Morning up, 27 4H 
And fragrant as the Breath upon her Lips; N Eat. 
Soft Muſick Sound Where e're ſhe wakes or ſleeps, - 
Muſick as Sweet, Harmonious, and as till, 655 

As does this ſoft, and gentle Boſom fill. | 


Q. E. Thus let us''gs, with Hand in Hand Combin'd, 
The white Croſs with the Red, thus ever Joyn'd. 
England with Scotland, ſhall no longer Jar; 
Ard Albany, with Aibion no more War; 
But thus we'll Live, and walk thus every Day, 
Till from the Verge of Life, we drop away;  "' 
So have we. ſeen two Streams, with eager Pace, | '- 
Haſten to meet, and Lovingly' Embrace, 4 
Making one Current, as we make one Soul, 
Till Arm, in Arm, they in the e, Roll. 
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Mary Nun of As * "ON 
ACTUS, QUARTUS, 
Sccena Prima. 


Euer Cecil and Daviſon, iS 
PJ 


Er Lo 


> 2 &- 


Cec. Eep Daviſon, and Wr thy head in Tees; : 3 
Or let thy Tongue for Eloquence ſo fam d, l 
Be mute for ever, once like Angels ſounding, n 
To charm the Ears of our offended Monarch.” g. 
The Gallant Duke, the Darling of his Co „een 34h 
The Scipio, the delight of all Mankind, 
The Nations Glory! Star of ſhining Virtue,” TAGS 
Is loſt. You came from ſearching of his cloſet, 
We are his Friends, ſay, have you any hopes. - 
Dav. O None! the falſe and treacherous — 
F That fir'd the Dukes fond Paſſion for the Queen, 
Men like a Villain to his Foes betray*d him; 
This Serpent of Deluſion has diſcover d, 
What e're the Brave, and Genetous-hearted Mar 2 
Did in his harmleſs mind Intruſt him with. Us ek 34 
Cec. What Token, or what Circumſtance _ Treaſonn 
Amongſt his Papers found you! 13 80 
Dav. Very little, 5 | F 
Beſides his £ to wed the. 0 an | 
Yet one thing points ſomercolouri of a.guilt. ot LIES 
It did appear he furniſht her with money > / od SUOETT, 
To aid her Friends in Scotland, who, you 8 991 
Now at this time Invade our Exgliſß Borders. 
Here is the Paper, which,v Alas! Mas found 1 
Under the Quilt, beneath poor Vorfalls Bed, on e 44 | 
_PlaC't there on purpoſe, as ſuppos'd by all, | 
By Hickford, a Domeſtick of the Dukes, 
Who, apprehended has accurs'd his Maſter. ; 


| Read here a Liſt of ſeveral Lords, his friends, | * , 


"hs 


— 
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* 
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As Arundel, South-hampton, and ſome others, 5 
All order d to be taken. | E 
I A TT OY 377. 1 
What Temper holds the Queen in this extream? n 
Dav. Fiery, and cool, and melting in a Breath, | ; 
| Ar once She Sighs, and Pitys the fall. man, + 
And the ſame moment Rages, and Upbraids him. 
Cec. O She muſt worſe be ſtung before to morrow ; P 
How will will ſhe bear her ſelf when ſhe ſhall kaow * 
The foul Conſpiracy of Babington! a 
Place Gifford Ready as the Queen comes forth; 
_ ?Tis dangerous to conceal it any longer. 
Methinks I pity leſs the fate of Mam, 
Now it has coſt the Ruin of the Duke A 
See where he comes, wou'd Cecil had no Eyes; | 
Yet he bears manly up, Rears his ſtout head, 1 
Like a bold Veſſel in a Storm, and fcatters ; * 
Bright Beams of Majeſty thro' all his Clouds. 


Enter Duke and two Guards. FV. D. P.S. 


* 


Room for the Duke  - Rd n 

Mor. Room for the Duke! Room for no Duke, no Subſtance now, 
The Emblem of diſſembling greatneſs rather.” | 

Man is the trueſt Dial of his Fate, 

His Princes Favour, like the Sun at noon, 

Shews not a thing ſo beautiful and Gay, 

But as the Planet ſets, too foon he ſpies 

His growing Shadow painted on the ground; 

O Cecil! thou and Leiceſter have undone me; 


* 


Brought by thy cruel caution in theſe fetters, a 
And by the Traytor Morton thus betray'd. | | 
Cec. Theſe Tears be witneſſes, I never mean it. 

Nor. I muſt believe you, yet you are Ful ge $i) 
Too good a States-man;' and tod nice a friene. 
Fes. By all that's Juſt, you wrong the Love I bear you — 0» 

Behold the Queen—Pll gain 3 brave: Due 
Or hazard now my oN, 300" dee 291. 
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Enter G Eliz Marton Gen. Guan, Lads, [ITY 
Moſt Merciful, moſt Royal, and belovd! . 
Behold your Cecil bends, why ne er yet ſud i 
To you in vain—O ſpare the Gallant Dube, 
Who in this Act of Adoration, vos ue 
Henceforth to prove the faithfulPſt of your Vas, 
And from this hour to abjure the Queen of Scotland. 
Nor. Hold Barleigh hold, Proceed not for the Globe; 
If the Leaſt word that III abjure the pers, 
Scapes from thy Mouth, by my bright ho 0 


1 


That I'll ask pardon, tho? I never 8 | 23 bel. 


Tis but a word, and I'll dot again: 
For Kings are like divinitys on eartn, 
Whom none can ſerve, but muſt ſometimes bend; 
But to deny my Love, and to diſclaim her; 
O you bright powers! abjure my alban Queen! 
Firſt let me grovel in ſome loathſome Dungeon, . 
And feed on Damps, and Vapours like a Toad, 
What! to ſave my Life ! a hated. Skull! 
Had I as many heads as I have hairs 
Reap'd from this Body like a Field of Corn; 
Yor aftez all, not one ſhou'd be fo Baſe. | 
E. You'll find, bold Duke, this one has ſaid too 1 
And done more than a Thouſand heads can e 
Go ſend him to the Tower. 
Fll have him try d to morrow, and if guilty, 
Beheaded ſtrait; ſend his ambitious head, 
To travel for. that airy Crown it Jookd. for - | e gi 
And tell me when tis off, if then it talks, 1 
Or calls out for his Alban Queen to help bim— «= * 
Oh where my Soul! is there a friend that's Juſt? © 


% g 4 1 _ {ws ow 
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Or after him, a Man that I can truſt ?—. _ (oe ſcde. 
Nor. You need not doubt it. 4 „ ee 
That dying Martyr who invokes her Name, l 
Calls for more aid than all the Queens on Earth; 5 
She is her ſelf thy Genius, but for her, 1 


This Iſle had been like flameing Ana found. 

Or as the „ Was in a deluge e fi 2 
Q. E. She's falſe ! and thou a molt ungrat aytor;z 

Here's 9 Cecl All che Roda og 15 eFvo1 10 


tell. woy * $18 40 A | ty 


64 


| © Mary Dun f Scotts. 

T Thou didft aſpire to marry her, and get my Crown. | 

| Ni. Byciniy Immattal hopes, I am Betray d. 
And She's abus d by Traytors 

No Cecil won't; no honeſt Subject d ares 
But Morton as the worſt of Fury's mayy y, 
O She's ſo Good, ſo Innocent, and Mig. 
That, Scotland, wert thou curlt to chat degree, 
Shou'd all thy ſcatcer'd ſeeds yield nought but Poyſons, 
And Pregnant Women bring forth none but Mortons, 


, 


Thou halt atton'd, for all thoſe plagues in giving her, 


2. E. Away with him, and let me never ſee 
That head again, but on a Pinacl e. 
Wor. Be witneſs all ye Powers, I bear it mildly, 
And for my Fate, I kacel agen, and bleſs you; 
May you hve ever, and for Norfoll's death, 
No dire Remorſe, diſturb, your Balmy Reſt. 
But may your ſoft Eternity glide , 
In dreams of Paradiſe, and Golden Slumbers; 
But for the Injur'd Queen, Inſpird I riſe; - 
And tho? a threaten'd Prophet, yet dare ſpeak 
When e're ſhe falls; may her accuſers all 
Prometheus Vultures in their Bowels feel, | 
And with their King of Traytors roar in Torments. 
But thou a Queen, that judg'd this Royal Martyr, 
Loud Cherubims to earth your Guilt ſhall ſound, 
Which worſe than the laſt 4 ſhall rebound, 
Wake, or aſleep, her Tmage ſhall appear, - az 
And always Hollow Mary in your Ear. | | | 
Cec. Now Daviſons the time. © [Exit guarded. 
Dav. Mayt pleaſe your Majeſty —— 1 
What ſhall be done with the offending Queen? Wh | 
3 2 5 Nothing, bold Saucy fen man—I ſay Nothing 
Send Norfo/k ko the Tower, but on your Lives 2 
I chaage you, uſe no Violence on her; . | 
Make not ſuch haſte, too ſoon you'll break this heart, 
Then glut you ſelves with Slaughters of my Subjects. 
cec. Then ſo much for the Duke call Gifford in 


. | Enter Gifford. J, D. O. P. 


. If you arc Fan a Lethargy, | * WH 4 5 0 . * 9 
Of Love, and ofe-grow 48 to the Queen, 6 . 

5 N oi „„ 

And will not let your py old your datiger,”  * © Then 


Mary 2 uf Sens 


"Is - 


| Then we who are your watchful Servants m muſt — — „T 8 
mo. 11108 


Behold and hear, for *tis"{oloud and plain, 


This Man, this haneft Man, whoſe ſtatue * IA 
To be ſet up in Gold in all our ſtreets, 
Inſpir'd from above, diſcovers that himſelf 
With five bold Ruffians more, were all ſet on 
By Mary Queen of Scots to murther you,” | 
E. To murther me! 
Dav. With Sacrament they bound ies.” 
More horrid, than &re Cataline Invented, 
Who to enſlave Rome, ty*d it with human Blood. 
Firſt view the Monſters Pictur'd to the Life, 2 
Each with their ſeveral Inſtruments of Fate 
Wav'd in his hand, with which ro Hell, they ſwore, 
If either of em faibd, to write your om. 
E. Protect me Angels! 9085 
Cie. What does this make you Start! 
Do theſe ſtrange Hieroglyphicks, Raiſe your wonder ? 
The Slave that fired the gaudy fane at Epheſws, = 
Deſerv'd to be a Saint to theſe, he ſtrove 
But for an Odious credit after Death, 
But theſe alas! Preſumptuouſly dee 
Heaven and the world, to anticipate the blow, 
And tell mankind they Glory in the deed. 
. E. What's here! a Latin Sentence which their chief 
Does ſeem to bellow from his Helliſh Mouth. 
Theſe are the Men whom danger only leads. 
Here is thy Face makes one among the Ruffians. 
Gif. With Horror I cn it; 25 


OA 
That twill Aſtoniſh every Senſe about you. Hizq 211251 ark 


* 


— 


E. Tell the Reſt. * 
. I will but Wonder ha you wk whe Men | 


of e Stations club d to do this Miſchief : 

The Elements are not fo aptly mixt- 

To make a perfect world, as they to act a deed, 

Wound ſtartle Nature, and unfix the Globe, 

And hurl it from its Axle- tree, and Hinges. 

The firſt is Babington— Rich, and of Birth; 

Might lift him to be rank d amongſt the Nobles, 

Young, Proud, and Daring, Fiery and Ambitious: 
Q. E. | know che Gailtilibin, of Derbiſhire; © 
He came to me, for leave to go pi” 20h 


Mary Daun of Sous 


* The fame,” Wi een irn Wt att 
Q. E. Oh horrid! who g read a Milian! 9 
How Subtl ly Nature paints, hides à falſe heat, | 
And ſhrouds a Tray tor in an gs Gard! 1 
The next. 6 5 BY 8 
Gif. Tillay—a Courtier. wet 
Cec. What, the Queen's own. Servant? 
Dav. I know him too, his Father's only hopes, 
Heir to a great Eſtate, Oh Paracide! By 
= This Bar»we/—— Turbulent, and precipitate, th 
bloody- minded wretch, fit for the deed ; 
of Treland. 
ec. I believe each AE thou ſay At, | 
Without his Country, it cou'd Ri been no Plot. 
Gif. Savage a— Ruffian of the worlt degree, 
And never to be painted, as he is, 
Stew'd in a Brothel houſe, and tann'd in blood. 
E. Oh Queen! oh Mary! where's thy Paugs now? -, 
Gf. The fifth is Charnock, Student of the Law. re 
Laſtly, to make the compound great, my ſelf. | 
E. I've heard too much, hence and be dumb for ever; 
0 for the ou T my Mind has loſt! _ 
Strip me of „ Titles, and Renown, 
Til give em al or that ſo bleſt Repoſe, 
Last night I felt, deny me not this Prayer, 
Curſe me with Madneſs, blaſt me with Aeates, 
Turn all theſe hairs to ſnakes upon my head, 
To hiſs me from the Stage of pets! n 
Melt this loath d Diadem uith lightning down, 
Not as it ran befort it was a Crown, 
And roma Deſart let me ſtrait be ſent, 
III ſuffer all, make her but Innocent. th 
Cee. Tis fit you douhle all your ſtren Fogth- $f about you, 
And * the Queen immediately be ſeiz: 
E. Tis falſe ſne is abusdd, and abis is Forg d, 
She 75 not, nay She ſhall get Guilty be. 
See, Monſter, Fury, Tray tor l, all together 70% 
Be ſure thou prov? this crime upon m Zn 
Be ſure thou doſt without the. ſmalleſt 
Or I will Rack thee with a: Thouſand 1 ortures, 
No I will have thee, long, long Years a dying, 


a 


= 4 


Feed 


C2 


Mary News A. Scotts, 


Feed thee by Weight to ſtarve a Grain a day,) 


Whilſt thy vile Fleſh whole Ages ſhall decay, I + 19; 5 en 5902; 


And Spirits by flow degrees diſtill 223. | ; 
Yet, Oh! *tis all too little to Recal 0 

That wealthy Maſs of quiet thou haſt loſt me. 

. _ Cee. Tis the Requeſt of all your faithful Subjects, 
That you'd be pleas d to ſeize the Queen of Scotland, 
Leaſt She ſhou'd act, what is but yer deſign'd. 

Dav: Your ſacred Life's in hazard every hour; 
For your poor Kingdoms Sakes, and for your own, 
For all pe I Lives depend on yours. 

E. Riſe 
Les Conſpirators be apprehended, - 
Of whom this Gifford, gives you Information. 

Cec. And not the Queen? 

Q. E. O ſpare my Siſters Life! 

If nothing bu a Queen's Blood will content you, + + 
Take mine you barb'rous Hunters. . 
Cec. Alas! 


82 Begone, why was this hid from me ſo long? 
If thi . 


s were real, I had ſoon be dead, 


And then ne're felt the blow, cauſe unfiſpeRed; | | 


But now ten Thouſand, deaths are not ſo painful, 

As this curſt Life, which thou doſt ſtrive to ſave. 

My Soul's in Torment, Reputation, all 

In "his loath'd Act which thou would'it have me do. 
Cec. Whoſe Soul, whoſe Reputation will be Rackd 

And cenſur'd With ſevereſt Pains hereafter, © + © 


I by your fond Neglect, you 4 that Life, 
Intruſted by the Powers to gua 4 9c Nations, 


And leave your Laws and Libertys tray*d, 
Your People all a Prey to foreign Monſters, 
Dye, and bequeath the Dagger in your Breaſt, 
To brood, and get a Hundred thouſand more, 


Perhaps as many as your Subjects Throats, 


Nay, we mult ſpeak, think what you will, and weep, 
For not to tel} you, *is to be more cruel. 
Q. E. But how ſhall I be Cenſur'd, 
To throw this charming gueſt ſo quickly from 
My Boſom, and then ſhut her in a Grate; 
'Twas but laſt night She had another Priſon. 


There's now no time for anſwer or diſpute; 
f G 2 


' 4 #5 47% A *% 24 4 
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Et. 


Theres now no time. e ele ditpae; ma 1d dect ag 

2 reſolve her Fes, or bear your own e 
| E. Begone, charge you tempt your Queen no m. 

Woman — form d of Mildneſs, * and Pity, ore, 

Take from me firſt the ſoftneſs of my Sex, 

Were I the hot Revengefull Monſter, man; 

A man] a Savage fierce Hhreanian Tyger, 

Yet I cou'd not be ſo cruel.” 

Cec. Then ſince you'll ſhut your Ears to all Cafe Council, 

Bear witneſs you Cæleſtial powers, and you 

My Queen, I have diſcharg'd my dutx 

And clear'd my ſelf of your approaching danger; 

But ere that dreadful day of your Ecclipſe, 

Come Daviſon, let thee and I go wander; 

Far we'll Remove, where ſuch a horrid deed, 

Shall neither blaſt our Eyes, nor reach our ears, 

England farwell; I've ſerv'd you well, and Long; 4 
We'll not ſtay here to be good Councells Martyrs, | 
And to be torn in Pieces by the Rabble, 

When you are dead, which we forewarn'd you off. 
Tho ne er fo juſt, and cautious of your Fame, d 
A Kings Miſcarriage is the States man's blame. 

Q E. Stay, I command you 
Arreſt a Crown! Impeach a Soveraign Queen: Lat. 
Here, take my Crown, depoſe me gal, or Kill er 46, A 
Let 1 dagger do its fatal office; 

Then like a Neſt, of Tytants you may reign, 
And under Publick Laws, doe public Ane, 
But Royal Power can never be ſo cruel, 

Cee. Behold ſhe comes, command we apprehend her. 

Q E. You have my leave, do with us, as you pleaſe 
But Tyrants, ſend me ſtrait, whereby your _ 


Theſe cruel eyes, may _ lee her more. | [Guing off. 
Enters Q. Mary and Dowglafs, Ladies Fi L. P. P. s 


Q.. M. Turn, turn your Face, and give one long'd for Lock, 
My charming Queen! the morning's gone, and yet. | 
I have not ſeen thoſe eyes that bleſs, the Morn; 

Shou d not thoſe looks where beams of Juſtice * 
And Pity fits Inthron'd with. Majeſty ; . 
I hear the Duke of * in diſpleaſure; 


x 


Mary Queen of Scotts. 1 


Why Sighs my Queen, why bends your Royal Head, Kul 
As Loth to Grant? Can Mercy, ha! Can I too plead in v 
Nay, then I'll bind you with thoſe Chains of Friendſhip, 


y * 
45 
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Lean my ſad Cheek on yours, and mix your Tears with mine. 


E. Now Reſcue me, or I am Loſt. 

av. Guards Execute your Orders on the Quęen. 
We beg your Majeſty for Love of Fame, # 
By your unbyaſs'd-Rule, and Charms of Juſtice !. 
Rouze your Imperial Courage and Diſplay 
An awful, and offending Steps: 


Cec. For now your Wiſdom, Crown, and Life's at Stake; 


Nay, and the Lives of all your faithful Subjects, 
For this one Precious moment of your, Conduct. 
2. M. I will obey your Orders, fright not me, 
Nor ſtir my Soul, ſo lately usd to Wrongs. 
What is my Crime? yet wherefore do I ask? 
For Chains look Lovelier far about theſe Arms, 
Than Diamonds; and Tears hang on my Neck, 
More Beautiful than Strings of Orrent Pearl. | 
Q. E. Ah Cruel Princeſs ] we are both undone, 


You have Robb'd your Siſter's Breaſt of it's Treaſure,” 
More than my Crown, you've Robb'd me of your Self. 
Dav. Mary, Late Queen of Stotland, y'are Impeach'd, 


By the Name of Mary Stewart, of High Treaſon; 
For Plotting to Uſurp your Sovereign's Crown, 
And hiring Babington to Kill the Queen. 


Q. Hear Thrones.and Powers, that Guard the Innocent! 1 


The Gorgon is at laſt diſelosd to View. 

What! Kill my Siſter! hurt your Precious Life! 

O Monſter of Invention! Cruel Falſhood! 

And oh Vile Calumny begot in Hell! 

Nay, then I ſee my Rain is decreed, 

The Duke muſt die, and I muſt ſuffer too. 

But Cruel Foes, had you no way but this?” 

To Blaſt me with Eternal Tnfamy ! | 

And oh bright Vengeance! is there none in Store? 

Will Fate, that Providence from none debar, 

And every Living Inſect claims a Share? 

Will you Lock faſt your Adamantine Doors, 

Now when a Queen, an Iujut'd Ween Implores? 
E. Incroaching Pitty ſtop thy Flowing Torrent, 


83 


And 


And Ebbing Nature fink to that Extrem, 
Of Cruel Bratus, chat Condemn d his Son; . 
For this is now my Tryal.. | 

Q. M. Say amongſt you, 5 
Who is that Man, or Devil, that dare accuſe me? 
Dav. The Traytor has confeſt his guilt and yours, 


With Letters that you Signd to do the Deed. 


Scotts. 


Q. M. Hear, hear juſt Powers! and all your Guard of Kings! ; 


Hear Royal Maid, for Virgin Pitty Fam'd! 
Heard you how they did flander Majeſty ' INES 
And can you bear it? half theſe Veins are yours, 
My Royal Title, Tender Sex the ſame, 
Doubly of Kin, in Royalty and Blood, 
And can you hear your Siſter, hear your Self ſo ſtain'd ? 
| E. O Blame not me, but Curſe the Fate of Princes; 
Me are but Guardians of our Subject's Rights, 
And Stewards of our own, none bound ſo faſt 
To keep the Laws they make; as the Creator's Selves. 
Alas! I am like one, that ſees far off, 
Have all the wiſhes: of a Friend to ſave you, 
But Ty'd by Oath, and cannot ftir to help you. 
Q. M. This Babington, | | 
Muſt be ſome Villain hir'd to do this Treaſon, 
And lay it upon me, but bear me witneſs, all, and you 
That of diſjoynted Atoms fornyd the Sun, . 
The ſhining Heavens, the Planets, and the World, 
So wonderful and glorious as they are, 
Who ſees into the Soul, and all its Walks, 
Thro' this dark Mould, Tranſparent as a Glaſs ! 
O may theſe Fatal Eyes, worſhip'd like Stars, 
Drop from this Viſage once like Heaven Ador'd, 
And leave this Face a Death's Read to be ſhun'd ; 
Or may this horrid Hand, this Hand, or this, 
That once was fragrant with the Breath of Kings, 
That Kneel'd to Kiſs this wrong'd, this Innocent Hand; 
May it drop from me like a wither'd Branch, 
From this Vile Stock, and never Sprout agen, 
If ere I wilPd the Deed, or Sign'd ſuch Letter. 
Q. E. Tis time for me to go, ist not my Jaylors ? 
I have ſeen more than any Tyger cou'd. 
O Pitty'd Queen! Farwel. | 
Q. M. Is then your Boaſted Love, debas'd to Pitty ? 


* 


O ſtay! 


Mary Yazen of Scotts. N 47 


5 ſtay ! and mingle Kindneſs with your Juſtice 3 | 
he 7 for my Self, but for my Fame, | 
no Pain, but to dye branded is a Thouſand Deaths. 
b . Enough ! tis Cruelty in me to go, . 
And worſe to ſtay. 

Q. M. Yer I Entreat you to thr: - | 
Are you ſo Cruel to believe me Perjur'd?. [ Elolds her. 
QE. Yet Looſe, for Pitty of us both, 1. 1 8 

The World has not ſo griev'd a wretch as 25 | 
And thou lay'ſt hold upon ſo weak a Bough, 
That the leaſt weight will fink me quite with thee. 
M. Hear me, thou deaf and cruel Queen! ah no! 
Thou mild as Babes, and tender as their Mothers! 
Hear me but this, this once, this laſt what neither 
Then to juſt Heaven J Kneel, and not to Ny * 
Here let my Knees take Root. a [Kyeet.. 
Dav. Tho? clear and ſpotleſs as the Light you are, . 
Yet that muſt be examan'd by the Laws; 3 
The Lord's muſt quit you. a; | | 
Q. M. Muſt the Law then Judge me! 
Nay, then I'll Riſe with ſhame from this mean Poſture ; 
And now I fee] the Majeſty of King's, 
Dart from above to hear it ſelf Prophan'd, 
Stretching my Soul and Limbs to ſuch a Vaſtneſs, 
As the firſt Race of Mankind e're the Flood, 
When Heroes more than Mortal Rubd the World: 
Come bring me ſtrait to this contemn'd Tribunal; 3 
Then all the Courage ; | + 
Of my Imperial Anceſtors Inſpire 
This Breaſt, from Fergus firſt, to James my Son, 
Laſt of his Race, that ſway%d the Scortiſh Globe, 
For Fifteen Hundred Years ſhine. thro' my Face, 
Print on niy Fore-head every awful Look, 
Defend your Royal Right, and for me Plead, 
Shoot from my Eyes, and ſtrike my Judges Dead. 
E. If Mary's Fate were Sentenc'd by this Breath, 
It 2 were Judge, I wou'd this Hour acquit her; 
Depend upon thy Innocence- and me, 
When that is clear'd, we both ſhall happy be: 
I can no more—PFarwel—Grief Tyes my. Speech, 
And Pitty drowns my Eyes. 
A. Picty'd by you! I will not dye ſo meanly; 


Mary Yuzen of Scotts. 
No, tho' i in yet Im more Brave and F 
"7 Hear thy Baſe Mercy, and do Pitty thee ; 
Thou canſt not take my Life; but > e, 
III leave a Race as Numerous - as the Stars, 
Whilſt thou ſhalt fall with Barrenneſs Accurſt, 
And thy Tormented Soul, with Envy Burſt; _ 
Io ſee thy Crown on Mary's Iſſue Vine, 
And Emgland 70 4 ag with. Scotland's Vine. ä 
Stay Siſter, ſtay: 120 Ex. Gaara. 
off too Late Ty 0 
he's gone, drag d from me by the mercileſs Laws, 
Nor can I tear her from the Vultures Tallons.; 
But oh! like the diſtracted Mother Roar, 
Whoſe Child, a Wolf had from it's Cradle Bore, 

_  Haſts to it's aid, and all the way in vain, 
To Heaven,- and to the Savage does Complain ; 
Speaks the Beaſt Kind, till hearin 2 as he Flies, 
Betwixt his Teeth her tender Infants Cries, 

Then ſhe adds Wings, and in rang Flight 1. 28 Rave, 
With Eager Hopes it's Precious Life to fave : 

But finds the Monſter with her Bowels Gor'd, 
And in her Sight, it's Panting Limbs devour'd. 


[ Exeunt. 


End of the Fourth AF. 
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Mor. 'E LL babe we met, * Aachiavel of England” ! 
And Rival to great Cecil in his Fame ; 
There's ſomething of Importance on thy Brow, 
Whereon I read the great Delinquent's Fate. 
Dav, Queen Mary is Condemn'd, and which is worſe, 
The Sentence of the Duke, muſt reſt nolonger, 
And Norfolk is this Hour to loſe his Head, 
Mor. The Plot of Baray, to Releaſe the Duke, 
Was thought the means to urge his ſpeedy End. 
Dav. He had obtain'd his Pardon, bur for that, 
His Circumſtance of Treaſon was ſo ſli 
Poor Duke ! the moſt Unfortunate an Brave. 
He comes to meet his Death, within theſe Walls, 
Where ſhe muſt enter, and prepare for hers, 
And Chance, alas ! may be ſo kind, or cruel, — 
To let them meet her Sentence Was Fronoune d, 
And ſhe preparing hither; in- her Barge. 
Mor. How did the Haughry Queen fitbmit her ff? ? 
Dav. This great Commiſſion, which conſiſted of 
All the Queen's Lords, and Counſellors e 
8 which my ſelf was one, with five ofthe Judges) mite 
he higheſt Throne of juſtice upon Earth; 
Let che Contemn'd, and Scorn'd em as too Baſe, 
To lit upon, and Judge a Soveraign Queen. 4 
Mor. How cow'd Nerger proceedꝰ?ꝰ 
Dav. The Court Se- rul'd it as fleight ObjeQtion, 
And faid, they did not try her there, as Queen; 
But as a Perſon taken into Protection. 
* Mor. A Nice — and like your Lawyers 6 
992:H Ser 
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The Legal Power of 


Dev. At laſt, a wig: deny'd with Conſtancy, | WEIS 


8 Imperial Court, 
And finding all too plainly prov'd againſt her, 
As a Rare Swimmer, Shipwrack'd on the Ocean, 
A vaſt and dreadful diſtance from the Shore, 
424 hopeleſs EN with all his Arts to > it, 
| Gives bimfel o'er contentedly to Drown, | 
So ſhe ſat down, and mildly then ſubmitted. 
Air. But what was the moſt Stabbin ng Proof againſt her ? 
Her Coreſpondence had with Babington: 
Dev. Behold the Duke's juſt 2 forth to Dye ; 3 
The Queen is Entering too; tis as I fear*d. © [Exeant. 


Enter * Mary and Guards, The Dake of Norfoll * two Guards, 
| 48 Going to Execution, 


Q. M. Muſt the Brave Duke, receive his Death to day ? 
Dow, Alas, ſee where he comes, a ſight will kill you. 
Q. A. Quick, lead me, drive me from this diſmal "Objef, 
Will the Queen's Malice hunt me to the laft ? 
Nor leave me, when I'm at the Bounds of Death? 
Was there no Time but now? No Way but this? 
O hide me in the Boſom of yon Cloud, 
Or age —— N avoid him. | 
Nor. n! my Lovely «» Queen! ſure Pm 
Already Dead, and this the happy Region, 
Where Souls, like hers, receive their bleſt Rewards. 
2. A. Turd, much wrong d Duke, eber —— e 
This Moment tear em out, as I wou'd mine; 
Shun me, as here thou woudꝰſt thy horrid Fate, 
Or Mouth of Baſilisx 
Nor. What ſays my Queen ? 
Q. M, Is not thy wrong d, and valiant Spirit ſhock'd ! ug ist 001 
And Death a mu more welcome Gueſt than I? 72 574} 99 * 
And worſe to ſee me, than to feel the Blow ? 91 i OE 
Nor. By all your Wrongs, and mine——— _. 
Q. M. O come not near me. - 
"Tis faid, a Murther'd Body, tho? tis cold, 
And all it Veins Frozen and Congeal'd in 77 el 
When he approaches a did the deed, | | * 
Warm'd by the mighty Power of juſt Revenge, 


Pours 


\ 


Pours a warm Flood, und bleeds afreſh,” Hz St ee 
Why dart you not a Feal of Curſes on me? 1 
Your E es Pramet hian Fire to blaſt my Soul? 

And why's not e Hair upon thy Head 

Arm'd like the Briſtl'd Porcupine againſt me? 

Nor. Love's Wounds may bleed in Death, but no Giief eaſe ; - 
The Ax, theſe Guards, and-this grim Pomp of Fate, 

' Stir me no more than Acted in a Play. 

My Love's Immortal, too Divine to tear, 

And feels no Horror, but to part with you. 
O cou'd I but Redeem your Precious Life, 

Ide fly to meet the Torments of the Fiends, 

A Thouſand Years, and dye thus every Day, 

Q. M. Alas! moſt Pity*d Prince ! force not theſe Drops, 
Tears, the kind Balm, to eaſeall Tortur'd Breaſts 
But mine; and mine finds no Reliet—begone—oh no 
For you muſt ne er return let me be gone. 

or. For Death I am prepar d, but not to part with you. 
M. T will not be long, ſome two or three ſhort Days, 
Or Hours perhaps, and we ſhall meet again. 
Me both are in the Balance, weigh'd for Death, 
Lou in the Sinking Scale, that's near the Grave, 
AndT hang tottering here in hopes to follow, 

Nor. By Mercy, that ſtill Guards the Throne of Princes! 
The 4 tho Woman, ne're can be fo Cruel. 1 
What! Shed the Blood, the Sacred Blood of Kings! 

*Twere Blaſphemy unpardon d to ſuſpect it, 
But if ſhe dare, Iwill my ſelf deſcend, 

Arm'd with a Legion in the Shades below, 
Guarding like gods, the utmoſt Fort of Liſe, 

And drive your Lovely Spirit back, to be | 
Inſhrin'd within this Sacred Mould: again. 45 

2: M. Oh Duke! are you ſo Cruel and Unkind 
I had but two Priz 4 Friends, in all the World, "I . 
The Queen, and you, and ſhe forbids me Earth, | 
Will you deny me Heaven ? 

Nor. Away, your Dan dul, Spurs me on the Race, S 
Swift as the Mind cant my Soul ſhall fly, 

And make the Scaffold, but one Hh to Heaven. 

C. M. And till I come, your Happineſs to ſee, 

3 and atone th? offended Powers for me. * 
E |< a Nor. 


32 Mary Queen o Scotts. _ 
3 Nor. Yes, all the Shining Hoſt ſhall-plead your Cauſe; ' 
Round the Etherial Throne Queen Mary's Wronggs 
Shall be the Theme of their Immortal Songs, © 
WhiPſ for Revenge their Cryſtal Trumpets ſound, 
Till their Shrill Voice to Frighted Mortals bound; 
The Stars ſhall ſhake, the Elements be awd, 
And both the Globes ſhall feel th avenging Rod. 
M. No more; © W's TH 
Our Souls ſhall ſoon a Joyful Meeting have. 
But to our Mortal Parts, a long Farewell. 
| CHIU 09S, © [Exennt ſeverally. 


[Alcove with a Table, Pen, Tak and Piper, and Chairs.) 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and Ladies. 


Q. E. A Midnight Silence fits upon the Morn, 
The Eye of Day ſhuts, as Afraid already, 
And ſeems the Setting, not the Riſing Sun. 
T want no Glories that the World can give, PS 
Crowns on my Head; and Kingdoms at my Nod, 
Yet where's the Quiet, where's:the Freedom here? 


Enter Cecil and Daviſon. 


Dav. My Lord, I ſear we have Tranſgreſs'd too far 
Upon the Queen's moſt Private Thoughts. * 25 

Cec. Thoughts, or no Thoughts, we muſt and will awake her. 
Yer hold, let us Retire within hearing i :\ i" Met 
Till ſhe is pleas'd to call. Ss LR 


g 


| T Retire. 
Q. E. Norfolk is now no more, F 

His Body's ireed from Pain, his Mind from Fear, 
And feels, like mine, no Doleful beatings here. 

Curſt be this Crown, and this loath'd Scene of Power, 

And curſt this Head that &er the Magick wore, | 
Ihe careleſs Shepherd's Breaſt feels no ſuch Sting, 
More lov'd, obey'd, and Happier than a King; 

His Subjects do not one 1 hate, 

For Malice, or for Jealouſie of State, 

But harmleſly the Ewe, and creſted Ram, 
Walk ſide by ſide, and guard the tender Lamb. 

| Who's 


Mary. Queen i Scotts ws 
dh 979 49 4 ＋ wo Ba; 
Who's there? tudlod HINT | 4219 2: BEL Ne 1 

2 50 1 6h al el 
Cec. What wou'd your Majefty,? ag ot; np 2 11052 f 
Qi. E. Welcome, kind Cecil, td Alſiſt we 1 da 
Welcome, I hope, to rid this Breaſt of Tortutes wy a 5 ba! . 
What ſay the Council to their Queens Deu, «dt SO _ | 
Shall my Dear Siſter live? Shall I behappy 3... | ey 1 kak; © 108. 
Speak Daviſon, and tell your Miſtreſs Doom; "Ja 


Quick, for my Soul now ſtarts to meet the Sound, 9 1 8 1 q 5 
Dzv. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, your Faithful Coun), 42 I 
To what you urg'd; that Merey thou'd be ſh Wi 120 . I. 


To one of Mary's Dignity, and Sens, 3 
And near Relation, both in Blood 7 T itle to ou 3 55 0 4 1h 9 
They . offer, that no Sexz nor Greatneſs . 
Nay, were t hey Sprun from the ſame Royal Furhet,. | rt 
Ought to protect Offenders*gain?ſt theit en 9 5 1 „N i 93 
Al Boldly tell you, Mercy is a Crime, 25 co tal . 
When it is ſhewn to one that has no e THe 
She wou'd have taken your Life; 1 he 
Whictyis not ſafe as long as Man Lives. i e 
Whom if you ſave, in hopes that Heathn wit ſpare you, 8 en * 
*Tis not to truſt to Mercy, but proyoke it. "HIND 
Q. E. Is this the Cenſure then, of your moſt vi. r 
And arbitrary Caution?ꝰę])¾ñ 5 
Dav. Mightyeſt Queen!“ IG 38 yr 
Do not miſtake what is your Subjects Torte a LY 
Our only Zeal, is for your Royal Safety, 
To whom one Precious Moment of your Welfare, 
Is far more worth than all our Lives and Fortunes. 
Cec. To that Objection of your Majeſty, gt HY 
That this may draw a War from France or, Spe; 11 „„ 
We all agree, with one entire Conſent, t.. 
If any ſuch ſhou'd be, to Guard your Crow-a 19217 5 oor ate; 
And Royal Perſon, with our Lives and eee 1 
And ſuch Fond Fears are held Impoſſible, 14 6s r 
For they can ne er hurt England, but hy her, * 4 5 0 
And all tuch Dangers at her Death will vaniſh. i 
Q. E. Is this your Anſwer to your Sov? reigns Tears? . 
This all the Kindneſs that two Queens can beg? ; 
Dav. All fixt, and firm as Fate, we a ereſolv'd . 
Like Rocks to ſtand the Tempeſt of Vain 5 85 
Since to deny you this, is to be Loyal : 


And 2 


- — — 9 —— 
- 


* 


- . 


54 


Ciec. May't pleaſe your Majeſty — — 
1'P 


Hence and be gone, for I will Thunder bring, 


In Viſions counſell'd, or by 28 warn'd. 


- 


. 15 
Mary Ogeen ¶ Scotts. 
3 \ ; A 4 . ö * * 
„ We FE 


4 Per 


And to aſſwage the Tyrant Mercy in your Boſom, ire 


o other Anſwer. we can give but this: 
T kneel, and humbly offer to your | 


A Saying no leſs true to be obſery'd, © 


Than once was ſaid of Conradine of Sicily, 5 


And Charles of Anjoy, Rivals in a Crown, 
Which is 
Of Queen Elizabeth, the Life of Mar 


The Death of. is the Life 


The Death of Queen E/izabeth, Oo eee 
E. Hear, you Immortal and Avenging Powers ! - 


Are Kings Vicegerents of your Rule on Earth? 


Breaths the Rich Oyl yet Fragrant on our Brows ? | 
And are we thus Oblig'd ? there are but two ES " 
Main Attributes which ſtamp us like your Selves, 

Mercy and Sole Prerogative, and thoſe |. 

Daring and Saucy Subjects wou'd deny us, 


Q. E. If hear no more Hail Pious Confeſſor. 10 
In vain we ſprung from Edward's Sacred Line. c 


I from this Hour the Tyrant will begin, 


Throw off the Saint, and be no more a Queen; 
No more be fam'd for Merciful abroad. 

But turn my Sceptre to an Iron Rod. = 
For if thou wou d'ſt be great, thou rather muſt, 
Be Fear'd tor Cruelty, than Lov'd for Juſt: 


| ] [Ex, Dav. Cee, 

Fell as a Woman, Awful as a King. | 
5 3 [Going ſtops. 

What ha ve I done? With whom ſhall Ladviſe ? E 

Heaven keeps at Awful Diſtance now, and T reats not 

With Kings, as it with Monarchs did of Old, 


Inſpire my Thoughts Bid 
How wretched is my Fate! 
That on each ſide, on Ruin I muſt run, 


aviſon come back. 


b Or take my Siſter's Life, or loſe my own, 


Re-enter Daviſon. 
Dav. I come at your Dread Majeſty's Command. 


E. 


wy Queen / Sos” 


Q. E O Dei ! Thou att à Man 99 whom 
My dayly Smiles like Rays adorn thy Perſon * 
But thou haſt Merits that out-ſhine my 
Dav. O whither wou'd your Majeſty !_ 
Q. E. Thou ſeeſt how t 125 Queen is Tocturd. Fo 
*Tis vain to hide what thou haſt Eyes to find; „ 
How backward I am ſtill to Cruelty; | 4 
How loth to drein the Blood even of my Foes. | | | 
Is there no way to Satisfie my People, 
Nor Jealous Power, but by my Siſter's Death ? N 
Dav. 1 wou'd adviſe; * 91 
But Oh! What hopes can that Phyſician have | 
Of Cure, whoſe Patient throws away his Medicine, 
And ſays that is a Poyſon ? Lo, I kneel 
To you, the Wiſeſt, 0 Queen on Earth, 
The Perfect'ſt Patern of thoſe Powers above; 
Yet oh! the more y are good, in Mercy ſhine, 
They ſeem more fixt to ſave ſuch Excel llence, 
Which cannot be but by the Death of Mary. _ | 
Q. E. Screech Owls, Dark Ravens, and Amphibious Monſters 
Are Screaming in that Voice Fly from my Sight; 
Run Monſter, find, and ſeek thy Habitation, | hy 
Where ſuch Loath'd Vermine build their fatal Neſts, 850 . 
Or fink there to the Center as thou kneel, | 
Rather than that ſhou'd be, rife and be gone. 
Dav. This ſhall not fright your Slave from his low d Duty, 
Nor from this humble Poſture; no, unleſs 
You take this. Weapon in your Royal Hand 
And thruſt it in your Servants faithful Brealt; 
And let out all my Blood that's Loyal, yet 
When I am Dead, fo "= u are bade | 
There's none of all your Subjects but — 55 Bleſs ou, 
Thus kneel, implore, and hug the Fate that Lh 


Q. E. Be gone quick, Daviſon, thou fatal Charmer, 
Thou Subtle Mouth of the Deluding Senate. 

Dav. Alas! what Ends can your kind People have? 
What private Benefit can they propoſe, 
By this Queen's Death, but to reſerve our Reign? 
W hich i is. the all, and only Bleffog aim er * 
Believe, - conſider: i 

< E. Oh Daviſon ! 


(Riſers 


. dens 8 

., © Dav. Remember too your Dange 

That Spain has an A 0206 aun af, rei 

That o'er our Narrow Seas will for RB." 

Io let in all their Living to this Iſland; ©, 
- With Iron Rods to ſcourge, and Chains to bind i 257 

Th' affrighted People haſten to their * | 

And ſcarcely can perceive A Cloud far off, 15 {ond wed 

Darkning the Sky, and e 40 Fa; Aae 2 

But cry the Armado's coming. : e 

Q. E. Vain Reports tt 2 
Dav, Upon this SE EF? dang Aan, EY. 

I heard it run in Whiſpers thro” the Houſe, mtr LS 
And all the Lords that ſat upon the A * 

That this Invaſion was for Mar) ſa ke, 1 

And if you will not Sign her ſpeedy Death, 

They mult be fore d to fly, or ſetup her 

In hopes that when ſhe Reigns, that Prof perous 4 

May mn their Crime! in Judging het,” 8 

ee! --; 
& 'Tis moſt true ; can you condemn em fore? 55 

Sign but the Warrant, ſtay the Execution, 

And then perhaps, your Subjects, when. they Bd. hin 
Hou much their Queen did condeſcend ie en 2790] 
* May ſoon Relent, and with Nag Tears 10 75515 In ac 

Requeſt that Life, which you ſolo ng kad begs T5. pes wats Wff78 ft 

* in them oon tia} eid 3 " 
E. I. have confider'd — write. emen 704 

De Write what? ' furs rt non * ats W 2:11 eo! 

2. E. Write what thqu wilt, Write any ching, o a zi flnd bn! 
A Warrant for Qpcen Mary's Exec mmm "IAA 
Queen did I ſay? 

Dav. Oh! good Angels bleſs you! 8. 
Nay Children, whom you have now ee, 15 
May Live to che full Age of wy andSing 
Vey®tPraile. NENT ip 500g 98 £5 vg 


& ED FAY Qed eee ot 
Shall the Fierce Hand of curl Elizabeth A iS, N 
Condemn to Dye her Couſin and a. . 505 A 50 Gig 38rl V 
Diſpatch, and let thy Pen fly ober the Papery 0 0 ids vi 
Swift as the Quill upon an Eagle's Wing! ors ei Ain W 
For if thou giv'ſt my Thoughts one Moment for Reps, 120 
Had ſt thou tho 1 the Eloquence of Angels, 


* 
4 
E 42 a 


* * 0 
— 1 U 


1G 2 101 BA 
ow ot * * Ui + [Mart 


"1 , 


It were in vain toalter my Refolys,—— 
Write, write, no — ta: fot OY 


Foul as the Fact I am about to do. 9953 5 414 AH 0 
1 albern u, 
Dav. See, Pye already done « hl oe -. Aoth 
SE Quick, 3 = 118781 Re 334 8 1 
12 1 ws 6 BY 55 ee | mk k. 
Y + FfY 0 "Th N 


» To bur Lieatenant of Teer 0 ommanding 4 the next 


Morning aft 25 of this, you ſhall deliver to our * 1 


London, the Body of your Prifoner ak res. parſe 
Oh Cruel Daviſon ! when thou cat It here, #; «7 1 94 175 T 
Tears {hou'd have flowd, much faſter than he Ink. Kast 
And drown'd her Name with Rivers from thy Eyes, * 
F To be Beheaded on 4 Scaffold fixt diner the Tower... - [Reads. 
3 1 £0 this muſt Sign Elizabeth... | I& W VL; 


Quick, give my Roving Thoughts no time * Reafon; ; 
But thou Succeſsful Devil, put the Pen 


Into my Hand, and Hell inte my Bee W 
Dav. Conſider that it is of no morę force, E 
Than Teſtaments, that may at gn hy mund a7 
The Party Living, be Revohd and 4 a oP | {+0 goed - 


& E. There, rt WY TEE CR Foo 


— irre., 21 | 
144 1 . e £ a#4 1 


184 te. cl 
11 > 11 A 404 


lane.) Ka, Moſk 2 ui e 6 wy * r= 51 
vet ſtay; beſure thou keepſt it, as thou wouckft > vol 
Thy Soul and Body from „„ ³ „ 
Think, when I purittorhy Hands this Paper, — 27 x g 3 
'Tis not the Li of Mary, bur thy Queen's; > K CET 
The Moment that thou part with this Dead Watfint, * 
May the Juſt Stateſman be thy Fortune fti(ll. 
And all thy Good rewarded be With UM; © 11 25 "hi 
Tho? Honeſt, may 'ſt thou he a Villain t t, ſes, OF 
And Dyas Tru e . 55 ph OE 8 * 
2 * $-@2-Y/ Ui os 1 it. 
Dev. The Deed is done at Aft. * men ,, 7 
| T0400 00353659 ˖ο SL OEIHIY # Enter 


Mary Queen of Sen | + 


4 


a 


Mary d 7 Scotts, 


as > abe a £400 21 


Enter Morton cel. „ 
+ 4 +” 28 74 OT. #44 ob 
Cee. Ha ehou gar the Paper nochn a0 12 212 oye 10 1 
Da. Tis in my Hand. 5 * e eee, 
_ Mor, Victorious Daviſon !- 2 eee e 
Enternal Ages ſhall adore thy p e e ee 


And wiſe Hiſtorians, when this Deed they N ote, 
i Shak lift thy Name among the Stars for this. "iy 
3 Cec. Giv't me; 454 
4 Dau But had you beard what td n 
Cec. Ohl no mattet, ours be aft the 9 2 8 2 
We ll carry to the Jo oyfal Council this. Ju FF Ge 
To Morrow ſhe ſhall Dye; and the Queen reſ , 9 
When ſis hugg d Canier' parted from her AY bea, 


Soft Muſick lere. 5 
2 bo] [4 Table, "at the upper End of tht Stage. „ 


Queen Mary Dogon. Keeling, with a Book in. her Hind, ber Women n 
| -. Ineeliug by ber. 


| Enter to them Dowgfaſs, and Men sene (62 canl | 


Dow. Behold her kneeling 0 e Immortal Powers !- 1 2613 
Ye Powers that help ſo good and mild as ſhet vs * 93 4 
Send Hoſts of Cherubs down to waft thoſe Sighs; 211 1 
Sure all the orld's remember'd in thoſe Prayers, | 
And in thoſeTears, thy Guilty Foes are walk. | 
Q. M. Come all of.ye, draw, neat, | QA. comes 2 55 
How goes the Day? _ 
"Daw. The Sun's now riſea, . whoſe Setting you'll n&er-ſce,' | 
QA. Suppoſe I've but an Hour, of 1 that were enough; + "01 
'The Diſtance up to Heaven, 28 2 1 o Ani 
Yet tis. ſo nigh, and Mercy 92 i 10 3 [1 fly 30n el T. 
That in leſs while than ſwi telt I. 8 falls... iI 
It ſaves the poor Delinquent at the bottom . N 
That has been Ages tumbling to Perdition. La bak 
Dow. O ye Dread Fates! ye Soveraign Guard of Kings 1 b. 70101 
Muſt that Bright Head, be Edofb At ov i bak 
Upon whoſe Brow's a Crown, a Sacred ( ora AP 
Q. M. What matter's it, how we Dye ? 
When Dead we are all the ſame, there's no ation . 


Betwixta Prince, that on His Gorgeous Bod, 


— 


1 — | | | I ” : 
Mary Queen o Scotts.” 
Gives up a Pamper'd Ghoſt, and me upon 
A Scaffold, and with that Impartial Judge, 5 


Aron ay light, with Virtue in the Ballangee. 5 
Dow. How Dye, and how bears that Precious Heart. Af 
IO en gi bn 


The expected Moment of its Body's Fate? . i 575 © | 
2. M. Neer better; for my Maids can bear me Witneſs, 
I laid me down to Reſt, and all the Nigilt hn 
Slept like a thoughtleſs Infant, IF | 
With Smiles imprinted on its Lovely Cheeks, - COU 4 
And wak'd with Joy to dreſs me for my Travel, 


6-4 . T1; 
"oe. 4 :+4atkt 3 & E935h Sail, 
- 


Like one, who on a M- Day. Morning ſets out, * 4 
Pleas'd with the Beauties of the Lawns and Fields, . © oe 
And hopes to come into his Inn at Night t. 1 
Dom. O Miracle of Innocence! | RN 2 
| 1 1100 16:04 11207 


p Q. M. Thou, Dowglaſs, ATR eee 

Art Young, may'ſt Live my Story/torelateg 1 0099 
| To Men, that now are Children in the Wm 
But Auelvil, thou haſt been long my faithful Servant. 
Haſte into Fance and Scotland, when Em Dead; 28 
There tell the Guiſes, my Dear Couſins, and Son 
Thou ſaw'ſt me Die, in the true Faith I liv d inn 
Not Scotland's Crown, nor England's Hopes cou'd tempt ma S 
Nor eighteen Years a Pris ner, to A poſtatize, | | 
Nay, nor my Life, which now LSeabits Marty, 102 when 

Dow. O Saint like-Goodneſs ! , 

Q. M. Ive been faithful a hi worbottoges 37 art D 
What poor Eſtate, my crael Wants habe left me, 99 069 1 
(Here is my Will) I freely giv t among you; n n Piper.” . 
Wou'd it were more, as muchas you deſerve; 1/7 © ! #7 hrs” 
Nay Weep not, here are ſome ſew. Triſes wo mn 
I will diſtribute with my-awn glad Hands, OJ #2779" £1 Tort: | 
Here is ſome Gold and qe wels inchis Caskety's 2! nooormot on, 
Share em among ye, and à Kiſs teach. IIa Woman, 
Heaven bleſs you all: thou Melwiltake this Ring la 
I wou'd not have thegeyeryrtime thou look ſt ont, bal nt 
But ſometimes-call ta miad, that it was AMG) e „ 
Poor Man! his Griets, have Chaaled his Speech Io Douy aft 
Receive this Bracelet; from thy Miſtreſd Arm, 
And ty t about th. riſt g to my Sn 151 10 
The riſing Sun, from. Mrs radleb Betina? n non doi Wo 
And he Il take cage of thee, and all of ye. 3 

Dow, Alas! I quickly l be paſt all Care, 


„ 7 
1 4 


— 


: 1 


1 a This fatal Day hangs heavier on my Loutin LY £7 & os 2 9 
© | 5 


Ph/hhan Threeſcore Years can do on Deng head.” be wy 
8 Q. M. I've ee e give, een Joys- - blk 
=o In Reverſion. 4 ps * i WOT 
"x Dow. 'Twwillnogbe bag. Gr yow will ſhine Sun 672 N 


5 And light us on our way. e el 
3 2. M. Give me ſome Wine—your Miſtreſs here bequeaths 
# Her laſt kind Wiſhes to you in this IS A bisl 
Thave no Friends, no Children nigh, but el t 5412992 
He whom I bore, wrack d from * Bowel, enliage 4:1 v0 
Scarce bleſt his joy ful Mother for her . ba 
With his firſt Intant Beams; but was by Villains, Late 40 li 


pa — 9 N 1 « by I 
* i * vey.” \ 
* 
* 


Like little Romulus, from this Boſom tor nnn bo 
*Y And Nurſt with Wolves; wherefore my deareſt Arkin; Ain. 
8 My Faithful, —— "Mourning, . Weeping Servants! = 
Hn Your Queen, your Miſtreſs, drinks to every one; A” # 
[ Andall Revenge, and Malice bury'dbe f INR 


8 In this kind Bowl, as is his Wine in me. [Drinks, all bred. 
= Dow, Give me the Cup: heres to our Miſtrels; 921 
# Turns aboat, pats, Poyſon in. ws peg gy 1 d Drinks. 


| q : And to her Health of Immortalityzc / 1. Fl 
# And mine.. Behold they. cams tÞ letchyous 1M 9 GE 411 50. . 
17111 CCI 
1 Enter Cecil, Wee ae ofthe wer and Guts. £ 


1 * 0 * 
| Lord, I have expected you with oy. ned ad Add 
125 find me like a Cheerful, Sr. 9 „SIL 007 i 
: Come, a and Condudt me. ro-my Bridegroom Death... Ft | 
| Ces, Alas! I muſt. | 9 by Lit 
A Bring. you no Meſſage from the Queen? 2,264 9238 
Nor Word of farewel, to her Dying Couſinꝛ?üũu k 4 44, 3 
Cec. Something ſhe would have ſaid, bur burſt an all 
Whil'ſt with a Groan, her Tortur'd Speech ie, oms n. ötle 


And only cry'd, * 7 — 0441 pid t v 8917 
Mor. Madam, I , in hopes of — ond eg 1 
0. 4% Thou'ft done no Ill tome, but asrhy 5 mw 


A. Wolf can do. but as Wolf thou haſt it. ab 504 
Tho! Heaven thy Horrid Crimes, may neter forget, 22111 971980 
But let my Son revenge his Father's —— 5 * i 
-_— Which thou too ſurely didiſt, and laid'ſt the Sraio o on me. 2715 


1 . + : 4 
. 2 i 
* N * _ = a , : 
* 
h » 8 * . — 
1 1 * L 
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= JOINED 
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OPIN. e OLD Our ky 
ene Daviſonin 2. | 1 "SIT 17 20 cola £3 511 
N $82 ILL; Y 


4 ; : *> : 
2 # $S< oF? 
1 


Dav. Poe * and ſudden Nevo yer,” te x4. ir 
Juſt now's Arriv*d from Scotland, Patrick Gerda! eee ee 
With Letters to the Queen, Which ha ve di bd her; eee 


But more my Lord, ſhe ſeenr'sFneens" tat you. 
[To Mor. | 


I wiſh this Execution had been dope, 
Or not to do, - : Wc  - | 
Cec, We are gone oo fralreadyy, r 
To think of going Back. on 90 
Dav. Room for the Queen. e n 
Madam, tis fit you wou diſmiſs your — 1 
The Scaffold will be crowded elſe, ns * oF 5 rr 
0. M. The Queen my Siſter cannot beſts 05 ; _—_ 
Shall this poor Body, when its light is ont, * e. 28 
(Which Princeſſes were kneeling Proud to D e IP 
Its Baſhfulneſs without a Bluſh r EM 9 on 
And none of all my Friends, at ſalf allow d 3 5 X 
To Weep, and'Shrowd theſe Limbs, When Lam bal - 0 ay + ; 
Which theſe poor-W retches all, Will thank you for, rA! iid ” 
Cec, Madam, tho? againift the Orders of dur Wire, wot ba 
Two of your Women Servants ſhall attend you, een e 
And of your Men the like, which beſt ſhall pleaſe. you. . ay 
Now have you ought, that we may tell the — 85 cor 10 5 wi n 
Q. M. Thave but one Requeſt, that ſhef permit 000 | 
My Friends to bear my Bod into France, © e 


| ” 
- 


There to be Bury dib my-Angeſtors re 

Of Lorain, whence — Gofhiadt er 

For Scotland, thou that never gav'ſt me Quiet, . 

When I was Living; neer Malt reſt me Dead. 8 . 
Dav. On then, make way there. Dun 


Q. M. Come near, and you two take me b the Hands; 
For to the laſt, with Decency' Win, 5 E 
Tho? little Port, the Majeſty rerain 


«); | 
IE tad n &\ # 1 


Of what I am, the Rigbeſuſ Queen of Srorlanl, Dh 44.2780 
Queen Dowager of France, and England's Heir, | 
A Glorious Shine of Titles, that wou'd like” © 
The N around the Heads of Angels, EY - * 

rotect 


Scktei 210% 
[3 £ x! J 20S oth 


. * PREY * ä 
In a r x 4 l 
* . : 
» 
4 Fo 3 
$ : 
7 
= 50 — 
<3 
* £ 


" Mary 3 Seen 
Protect a 88 Weep not, ' 3 


But take me by the Hands, as dn hee den 
Your now Expiring, then your omni , Queen, 
Brought by two Monarchs, tothe Daa 2 Arms, 41 oY 


Adorn'd with all Love? s Pride, andall Love's N 4149? 
So lead me to the place where I may gain, lg (512901 TY 
— Immortal Pleaſures, and Immortal Reign-. 

a r I, Led by 100 Oulu. 


- 
- g — 


Manent, Mongn ful 1 Dowglaks. "mY | y a2 n 
Mor. Why doſt thou Weep, and Trove! on the NH: 1 We 
Dow. Tray tor, becauſe I will not herd with Men. 


[ Faints and Les down. 
| Tis Nobler thus to Crawl like Snakes and Toads, 4 


Then Live, and have a Face Bred like thee. 
Mor, Alas! thou Faint! 
Dow, Hold off thy curſed Rande! 1 r 
My Royal Miſtreſs ſhall not Fall alone, 
But Hand in Hand, the Joyful Courſe we'll run. 
Attend ye bright Inhabitag ts on hig 
Whil'ſt I Proclaim the 7 5 Saint is ni. 
Now, now, ſhe ſtarts, and now begins the Race, | 
And now with Blu 4 os Veils her Charming Face ; ben 
The Lovely Pillar that fuſtains her Head, 
Her Snowy Neck, now on the Block is laid; N N ” ft 
Tears in vaſt Torrents, flow, from every Eye, 97 ot} 1 
And Groans, like Thunder, rend the Vauleed — $9d c 
The Ax is up, and points the way to Hexen 
N u, it falls, and now the e 3 


; . "2 
| * IT * ENS 
* * 


1 Enter Queen Elizaberh and Attendants. | 


E Speak 3 Tra ytor to thy Sovereign, 
give me Comfort, and Th Pardon all, 


Where is the Queen ? lay, do's my Sifter Live?! 15 


Where is ſhe ? 
the Scaffold. 


Mor, Dead e'er this u 8 
E. Now, who will ſwitteſt run to ſave both Queens 2” 


* 4 


* 


n 


Fly fafter ante iy, 296 e ED 9 5 a = : 5 : 


That from the lifted Aly the Dove ein ſi OI 4d 
Shall be a King. | 175 9 Ares i * 
Vaniſh, a Kingdom's thy Rewurd. bY RPE 
Sieze on that Fiend; Truth has at laſt been kind, b EXE 2 1 . 


And brought to light, 'twas he that Murder'd Beh f 98 
Bind him in Chains, and in an Hen Cage 1 « 17 
Let him be * Scotland to be Tortur d. 97 | 

Exit. Morton Drag'd' ava), 
Ha! what unchoughs of diſmal Objextꝰs this? 
A ſecond Proſyect ſure of Grief to none; 
The Pretr . 2 ent, and faithful Donglaſs, 
Dead with no other Wound, than Sorrow”s 8 
Or ſome unha PPY Foyſon.. 


Enter Cecil and Dante 


2 —— re r 3 


—— — 


Cec. Nada, I wiſh the Ranſom of our Lives 
Cou'd ſave the Queen's, or Mediate our Offence, 
If you ſhall think it ſo; for ſnhe is Dead. 
Q. E. How coud'ſt thou be ſo curſt a Villain ! 
What boots the Thunder, or the Bolts of Kings, 
Which Traytors fear no more than Summers Hail, 
Elſe why art thou Aliue? and why dy'd Mary o? 
Cec. Alas! | 
Q. E. Remove that Vulture hom my ſight, and. ſince * 
Death cannot reach him, the Star-Chamber "ſhall, hs... 
Strip him of all his Borrow d Plumes, and lea ve him . 
As Naked as he came into the Wgrld, * 
Dav. Long may you Live, till Heaven at laſt makes nods 
The good that I've fo Ill rewarded done. ..,_...._. ...- — 


Exit. 

Q. E. O take away thoſe ſad Remains ſor erer! | 

Thy Duſt ſhall have a Royal Monument, q "a8 

High as thy Friendſhip, ſhall the Marble riſe, 122 1 * 
And with thy Soul, thy Tomb fhallreach the Skye > FP y ir 0 1 gh 

4 Wglals. 

Cet. O calm that x Bolan, let no. Gel ni 221 #00. 20011 W - 
Moll our niet Spirit in its God; like Bak, 0 442 ST 


Or 7 (hall Lnever:be at reſt: Two" N * 
Wes are — "ts * Executioners at beſt; "Mgt 
4 | Fine 


f Cenſuring Fools, and. Flatterin 
we a ah our Pity i is Arraign? 
"If Puniſh! we with Cruelty are Main -d. Ne Ar Cat 
In ſome wild 2 happier tis to Reing 4D 
Die Wolves and Tygers, than more Cruel Mew. 1.07 gude 
= Hence with vain Glas ies, 8 1 no more contend, _ raid! b 

Truſt not in Greatnels, e ken depend, ad mẽZVα 
e ien alone, 0 our ſureſt Friend. 
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Letters, between i New 7 4 'Covilier, wich the Anſwers ; to which & 
Art Fbearz a Poem, by Mr. Charles Hopkins, price 38. 
tary, or the Adventures of  Lindemirs, a Lady of Quality, 
| Writ to ber Confident in the Cotmtry, in 2 « «77? price . 
The Works of Mr. Lee, in Volumes, price 1a 


Mr. Hycber's Four Plays, i. os Yollanie/ biber . 0.0 8. 
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